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THE PURPLE HEIGHTS 


CHAPTER I 

THE RED ADMIRAL 

The tiny brown house cuddling like a wren’s nest on the 
edge of the longest and deepest of the tide-water coves 
that cut through Riverton had but four rooms in all— 
the kitchen tacked to the back porch, after the fashion 
of South Carolina kitchens, the shed room in which 
Peter slept, the dining-room which was the general 
living-room as well, and his mother’s room, which 
opened directly off the dining-room, and in which his 
mother sat all day and sometimes almost all night at 
her sewing-m^hine. 

When Peter tired of lying on his tummy on the dining¬ 
room floor, trying to draw things on a bit of slate or 
paper, he liked to turn his head and watch the cloth 
moving swiftly under the jigging needle, and the wheel 
turning so fast that it made an indistinct blur, and sang 
with a droning hum. He could see, too, a corner of liis 
mother’s bed with the patchwork quilt on it. The 
colours of the quilt were pleasantly sui)dued in their old 
^e, and the calico star set in a square pleased Peter 
immensely. He thought it a most beautiful quilt. 
There was visible almost all of the bureau, an old- 
fashioned walnut affair with a small, dim, wavy glass, 
and drawers which you pulled out by sticking your 
fingers under the bunches of flowers that served as 
knobs. The fireplaces in both rooms were in a shocking 
state of disrepair, but one didn’t noind that, as in winter 


12 


THE PURPLE HEIGHTS 

a fno l)iinu‘(l in them, and in summer they were boarded 
up with fircboards covered with cnt-ont pictures pasted 
on a bnrk'.TOund of black calico. Those gay cut-out 
pictures wore a source of never-ending delight to Peter, 
who was intimately acquainted with every flower, bird, 
cat. puppy, and child of them. One little girl with iv 
|>ink paiasol and a purple dre.ss, holding a posy in a lace- 
paper frill, he would have dearly loved to play with. 

Over tlie mantelpiece in his mother’s room hung his 
fatlier s pij-ttire. in a large gilt frame with an inside 
hrujlor of l)right red plush. His father seemed to have 
been a merry-faced fellow, with inquiring eyes, pleiity 
of hair and a very nice numstache. This picture, under* 
whit ii his motlior alw.ays kept a few flowers or some hit 
of living green, was Peter’s sole acquaintance with his 
father, except when he trudged with his mother to the 
cemetory on fine Sundays, and traced with his small 
forefinger the name painted in black letters on a white 
womlen cross : 

Petes Pevbrkaux Champsets 
Atjed SO Yean, 

It ul\vay« pave Rmall Peter an uncomfortable 
tion to trace that name, which was also his own, on his 
father’s headboard. It was a« if something of himself 
stayed out there, very lonesomelv, in the deserted bury- 
mg-gronnd. The word “father” never conveyed to 
him any idea or image except a crayon portrait and a 
grave, he being a iwsthuinous child. The leally im- 
Ijortant figures filling tho background of his early days 
were his mother and big black Emma Campbell 

Emma Campbell washed clothes in a largo wooden 
tub set on a bench nailed between the two chinaberrv 
trees in tho yard. Peter loved those chinaberry trees 
covered with masses of sweet-smelling lilao-coloured 
blossoms in the spring and with clusters of hard green 
hemes in the summer. The henutiful feathery folin*-o 
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made a pleasant shade for Enima Cainphell's wash-tubs. 
Peter loved to watch her, she looked so important 
and so cheerful. While she worked she sang endless 

“ speretuals,’* in a high, sweet voice that swooped bird- 
like up and down. 

I wnut3 tub climb up Ja-cob*s la nd-dah, 

Ja-cob*s Id ad'dah, Ja cob's dah, 

I wonts tub climb up Ja-cob*s k-ad-doli, 

But I cain't— 

Not uo-tell I makes my peace wid do Lo a wd, 

En I praise Hitn —de La-a-\vd 1 
I’ll praise Him—tell I di-e, 
ril praise Him—tell I die! 

I’ll si ng* Je'ee'iai'Sub-IeDi 1 

Kinina Campbell would sin<( and keep time with 
thumps and clouts of sudsy clothes. She boiled the 
clothes in the same large black iron pot in which she 
boiled crabs and shrimp in tlie sumnier-time. Peter 
always raked the chips for her fire, and the leaves and 
pme-conea mixed with them gave off a pleasant smoky 
smell. Enima had a happy fashion of roasting sweet 
potatoes under the wash-pot, and you could smell those, 
too, mingled with the soapy odour of the boiling clothes, 
which she sloshed around with a sawed-off broom-handle. 
Other smells came from over the cove, of pine-trees and 
sassafras ami hays and that indesorihahle and clean 
(Klour whicli tlie winds bring out of the woods. 

The whole place was full of pleasant noises, dear and 
fannlmr Munds of water running seaward or swin^im- 
back landward, always with odd gurglings and chuclf- 
lings and small sucking noises, and runs and rushes • 
and of the myriad rustlings of the huge live-oaks hung 
with long gray moss; and the sycamores frou-froning 
hke ladies dresses; the palmettos rattled and clashed, 
with a sound like rain ; the pines swayed one to another, 
and only m wild weather did they speak loudiv, and then 
their voices were very high and airy. PeteV liked the 
pino8 best of ail. His earliest impression of beauty and 
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of luyateo’ 'va,s the moon walkin',' '• with silvev-sauiialled 
feet ■■ over tlicir tall heads. Ho loved it all—the littlo 
house, the trees, the tide-wat-er, the smells, the sounds; 
in and out of which, keeping tune to all, went the 
whi-r-ri- of liis mother s sewing-machine, and the scuff- 
scurting of Emma Ciunpbcirs wash-board. 

Sometimes his mother, pausing for a second, would 
turn to took at him. her tired, pale face lighting up with 
her lender mother-smile : 

What are you making now, Peter?" she would ask, 
as she watched his laborious eHorts to put down on his 
slate Ins concejitimi ol the things he saw. She w’as 
alwa\s \itally interested in anything Peter said or did. 

I staited to make you—or inayhe it was 
Kimiift. Put 1 thought I d lielter hang a tail on it and 
let It he the cat. " He studied the result gravely. " I’ll 
stick horns on it, and if they're very good horns I'll let 
it be the devil; if they're not, it can be Mis’ Hughes's 
old cow." 

.After a wliile tho things that Peter was always draw¬ 
ing began to bear what might be called a family reseiu- 
blanco to tho things they were intended to represent. 
But as all children try to draw, nobody noticed tliat 
Peter Chanumeys tried harder than most, or that he 
couldn't put his fingers on a hit of paper and a stub of 
pencil without trying to draw something—a smear that 
vaguely resembled a tree, or a lopsided assortment of 
f<j*:i1ures lhat you presently made out to be a face. 

But Peter Cbampneys, at a very early age, had to 
lejuii tilings less pleasant than drawing. That tiny 
house in Riverton represented all that was left of the 
onec-great (’hampiieys holdings, and the littlo widow 
was liani put to it to keep even that. Before he was 
seven Peter know all those pitiful subterfuges where¬ 
with gmiteel poverty tries to save its face ; he had to 
watch his mother, who wasn’t robust, fight that bitter 
and losing fight W’hich women of her sort wage with 
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evil circumstances. Peter wore shoes only fioin tlie 
middle of November to the first of March This clothes 
were presentable only because his mother bad a genius 
for making things over. He wasn't really hungr')-. tor 
nobody can starve in a small town in South Carolina; 
, folks are too kindly, too neighbourly, too generous, for 
anything like that to happen. They have a tactful 
fashion of coming over with a plate of hot biscuit or a 
big bowl of steaming okra-and-tomato .<ioup. 

Often a bowl of that soup fetched in by a thoughtful 
neighbour, or an apronful of sweet potatoc-s Emma 
Campbell brouglit w’ith her when she did the washing, 
kept Peter’s backbone and wishbone from nibbing noses. 
But there were rainy days when neighbours didn’t send 
in anything, Krnrna wasn’t washing for them that week, 
sewing was scanty, or taxes on the small holding had to 
bo paid ; and then Peter Champneys learned what an 
insatiable Sliylock the human stomach can be. Ho 
learned what it means not to have enough w’arm covers 
^ cold nights, nor w’arm clothes enough on cold days. 
Ho ficcepted it all without protest, or even wonder. 
Pheso things were so because they were so. 

On such occasions his mother drew him closer to her 
and comforted him. after the immemorial South Carolina 
fashion, with accounts of the former greatness, glory, 
and grandeur of the Champneys family; always finish¬ 
ing with the solemn admonition that, no matter w'hat 
happened, Peter must never, never forget Who He Was. 
Peter, who was a literal child in his way, inferred from 
these accounts that when the South Carolina Champ- 
neyses used to light up their big house for a party, before 
the war, the folks m North Carolina could see to read 
print by the reflection in the sky, and the |>eople over in 

Georgia thought they were witnessing the Aurora 
Borealis. 

Sho was a gentle, timid, pleasant little body, Peter’s 
mother, with the mild manners and the soft voice of the 
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Soutli Carolina woman ; aiul although the proverbial 
ehuich-inoiise was no poorer, Riverton would tell you, 
synipathotically, that Maria Chaaipneys had her pride. 
For one tiling, she was perfectly convinced tliat evei'y- 
hoilv w ho hail ever l>een unvbodv in South Carolina was, 

• ^ to 

somehow, rolateil to the Champneyses. If they weren’t 
- Well, it wasn’t to their credit, that’s all ! She pre- 
ferivd to give them the benefit of the doubt. Her own 
grandfather had been a Virginian, a descendant of 
Pocahontas, of course, Pocahontas having been created 
l)V Thvino Pro\idence for the specific purpose of ancestor- 
ing \’irginians- Just as everybody in Now Fmgland is 
ance-.ti>te(] hv one of tliose inevitable two hrotliers who 
came over, like sarilmes in a tin, in tliat amazingly 
elastic Mtiijfloiiu r. In the .\mcricaii Genesis this is the 
Sarah and these he the .\hrahams, the mothers and 
fathers of multitudes. Tliey begin our Begats. 

Mrs, Champneys snilTed at MayfJou'vr origins, but she 
was firm on Pocahontas for herself, and adamant on 
l'’raiieis Maribn for tho Champneyses. The fact that 
the Indian Maid hail but one hanliing to her back, and 
the Swamj) Fox none at all, didn’t in the least discon¬ 
cert her. If he had had any cliildren, they would have 
anei'stored the Champneyses; so there you w’ere ! 

Peter, who had a fashion of thinking his own thoughts 
and tlien kwiping them to himself, presently hit upon 
the truth. His was one of those Carolina coast families 
that, stripped by the war and irretrievably ruined by 
Reconstruction, have over since been steadily decrea^sing 
in men, mentality, and money-power, each generation 
slipping a littio farther down hill; until, in the case of 
tho Champneyses, the family had just about reached 
rock-bottom in himself, the Inst of them. There had 
been, one understood, an uncle, his father's only brother. 
Chadwick Champneys. Peter’s mother hadn’t much 
to say about this Chadwick, who liad been of a roving 
and restless nature, trying his hand at ovorything (ind 
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succ^diDg in nothinfr. As poor as Job’s turUev, wliat 
must lie do on one of his prowls but nianv some un- 
known prl from the Middle West, as poor us Imnsell 
ARer which he liud slip|>ed out of the lives of everv one 
who knew him and never been heard of again, except 
for tlie report that he had died somewhere out in Texas • 
or maybe It was Arizona or Idaho or Mexico or some¬ 
where m bouth America. One didn’t know 
nel.ol-l small Peter, then, the last of his name, ■ all 
the sisters of his father’s house, and all tlie brothers, 
oo. Little, thin dark Peter, with Ids knock-knees. 

8 large eare his shock of black hair. and. fringed bv 
thick black lashes, eyes of a hazel so clear and rare tha't 
they were golden like topazes, onlv more beautiful 
Leonaido would have loved to paint Peter’s quiet face 
With Its shy secret smile, and eyes that were the colour 

f'"" =• 1-omelv child, with 
le 8 like tho-<e of one s grandmother’s Chippendale chair. 

npnHv^^ ^ reticent that 

bell thought him deficient in promise, and some even 

considered him •• wanting.”’ «‘et%en 

Peter s reputation for hopeie.s.sness began when be 
went to fichwl, but it didn’t end there. He reallv was 
eoinewhat of a trial to an average school-teacher’ who 

thin of ***e human natdre of a child 

IlS lid f carelessly 

tood-and-easy English one inherits in the South but be 

couldn t understand the written rules of giammar to 

^ve hi8 life ; he was totally indifferent as (o which states 

which; and he Imd been known 
to spell physician with an f and two z’s. Put it w as 

revealed in 

tim llh"^ '’“i” “I® <ioll.ir .iml sixty cents 

the bushel .and sells them st ten cents the quart", liquid 

measure.—Peter Champueys, what docs he get?'.'^ 
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Potor ('lintnpneys stood up, and reflected. 

It all depends on the jndf»e, and whether the boy's 
a wliiU' l)ov or a ni^’^er," he decided. "It's against 
the law to use liipiid measure, you know. Rut I should 
fliink he'd gel almut thirty days, if he's a nigger." 

W’licivupon Peter Champneys went to the princi[)al 
with a nolo, and received what was coming to hint. 
W hen ho leturned to his seat, whicli was decidedly not 
comfortahlo just then, tlie teaclier smiled a real, sure- 
enough sclioolma'am smile, and remarked that she 
Imped onr hnlliant .scliolar. Mister Champneys, knew 
now what the hoy got lor liis ehestnuts. The class 
laiiglied as good scholars me expected to laugh on such 
occasions. Peter came to the eonclusion tliat Herod, 
Nero, Hluehomd, and The Cruel Stepmother all prob¬ 
ably began their hriglit careers as school-t-eachers. 

Peter was a friendly child who didn’t have the useful 

art of making friends, He used to watcli more gifted 

children wistfully. He would so much have liked to 

play familiarly witli the pretty, impertinent, pigtniled 

littio girls, the hriglit, noisy, cock-.suro little boys; but 

ho <hdn't know liow to sot about it. and they didn’t in 

the least encourage him to try. Children aren’t by any 

moans angels to one another. They are, as often as not. 

quite the reverse. Peter was loath to assert himself 

and he was slioved aside as the gentle and the iust 
usually aro. * 

Being a loving child, he fell back upon the lesser 
creatures, and di.scovered that the Little Brothers do not 
judge one upon hearsay, or clothes, or personal appear- 
anc«. rheirs is the infallible test: one must be kind if 
one wishes to gam and to hold their love. 

Martin Luther helped teach Peter that. Peter dis- 

coM dT «l'ivering gray midget, in the 

I tti on the Riverton Road. 

T1 o 1 ttle beast rubbed against his legs, stuck up a 

ridiculous tail, and mewed hopefully. Peter, who 
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needed tViendline.ss himselt, wii^ iin;il)le to resist that 
appeal. He buttoned the lorlorn kitten inside Ins old 
jacket, and feelin" the j^rateful warmth of lii.s body it 
cuddled and purred. The wise little eat didn t care the 
tip of a mouse’s tail whether or not Peter was the con¬ 
genital dunce his teacher had declared him to be, only 
that mornin". The kitten know he was just the sort of 
boy to show compassion to lost kittens, and trusted and 
loved him at siglit. 

Pli.s mother wa.s doubtful as to the wisdom of adopt¬ 
ing a third member into a family which could bartdy 
feed two without one going half hungry. Also, she dis¬ 
liked cats intensely. She was most horribly afraid of 
cats, bhe was just about to say that he’d have to give 
the kitten to somebody better able to care for it, hut 
seeing the resigned and hopcIe.'S expre.ssion that crept 
into Peter’s face, she vaid, instead, (hat she reckoned 
they could manage to feed the little wretch, provided ho 
kept it out ol her room. Pot<u- joylully agreed, washed 
the cat in his own basinj'fed it with a part of Ins own 
supper, and took it to bod with Jiim. where it purred 
itwit'to sleep. Thu.s came Martin laither to tlie house 
of Cham|)neys. 


When Peter had chores to do the cat scampered about 
him with sidewise leapings and gumhollings, and made 
his laboui- easier by seasoning it with harmless amuse¬ 
ment. When he wrestled with his lessons Alartin 
Luther sat sedately on the table and watched him, every 
now and then rubbing a sympatlietic head against him. 
When he woke up at night in the shed room, he liked to 
put out hie hand and touch the warm, soft, silky body 

near him. Peter adored hi.s cat, which was to him a 
mend. 


And then Martin Luther took to disappearing, mys¬ 
teriously, for longer and longer intervals. Peter was 
filled with apprehensions, for Martin Luther wasn’t a 
democratic soul; aside from hie affection for Peter, the 
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i-at was as mid as -.x pantlier. Tlu‘ t-liild wa-s almost si<-k 
witli aiixii ly He waiulcn'd arcMiml Riverton huntinj' 
lor the heast and callin" it lyr name, a proceeding which 
lin rher corn iiucd Jtiverton folk that i)oor Maria Cliamp- 
nvvs s (kjv was not what one mi^ilit call hri«jl)t. Fancy 
carryin*' on hke that al)out nothing hnt a cat! But 
Peter used to lie awake at nifiht, lonosomely, and cry 
because he was utraid some evil had befallen the p<“rvorse 
creature of liis affections. Tlwn lie prayed tliat God 
would look out for Mai tin TiUther, if he liadn't already 
reineinhered to do so. The world of a sudden seemed a 
very hi^f. sad. unfriendly place for a little boy to live in, 
w hen he couldn't even have a cat in it! 

The «hs;ippeai ance of Martin T/uthor was Peter’s first 
.Sorrow tliat his mother couldn’t fully share, as ho knew* 
she didn't like cats. Martin Luther htul known that, 
too, and liad kept his distance. ]ie hadn’t even made 
friends with Kmma (’ampMI, who loved cats to the 
extent of picking up other people’s wlien their owners 
weren’t lookin','. This cal liad loved nobody but Peter, 
a fact that endeared it to him a thousandfold, and made 
Its probable fate a darker j^rief. 

One afternoon, when Martin Luther had been jione 
so loufi that I’eter had about ^iven up hopes of ever 
seeing him again, Emma Campbell, who had been wash¬ 
ing in the yard, da.shed into the liouse screccliiiig that 
the woodshed was full of snakes. 

Peter joyfully threw aside his grammar—snakeshadn’t 
iialf the toiTor for him tliat substantives hiui—and rushed 
out to investigate, while his mother frantically besought 
him not to go near the woodslied. to get an axe, to run 
for the town marshal, to run and ring the fire-bell, to 
burn down tlmt woodshed liefore they wore all stunir to 
death in their beds 1 

Cautiously Peter investigated. Perhaps a chicken- 
snake had crawled into the shed ; perhaps a hlack-snake 
w-ns hunting in there for rats; over there in that dark 
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corner, behind sticks of pin&, something was moving. 
And then he heard a >onnd he knew. 

■‘Snakes nothin”!" shouted Peter, joyfully. It's 

Alartin Lutl)er!' He got on his hands and knees and 
sfjuirmed and wriggled himself behind the wood. There 
lie remained, transfixed. Hi.s faith had received a 
shocking blow. 

Oh, Martin Luther!" cried Peter, with mingltHl jov 
and relief and reproach. ‘‘Oh. Martin Luther! How 
you’ve fooled me!" Martin Luther was a proud and 
puiTing mother. 

Peter was bewildered and aggrieved. " If I d called 
him Mary or Martha in the beginning, I’d be glad for 
him to have as many kittens a.s ho wanted to." he told 
his mother. "But how can I ever trust him again? 
He—he ain‘t Marlin Luther any more!" And of a 
sudden he began to cry. 

Lmma Campbell, with a bundle of clean wet clothes 
on her brawny arm, shook her head at him. 

"Lawd, no, Peter! ’Tain’t do cat whut’s been 
foolin' you; it's you whut'.s been foolin’ yo’ own self. 
For, lo, funi de foundations oh dis worl’, he was a she ! 
Mustn’ blame do cat, chile. ’Cause ef you does," said 
Lmma, waving an arm like a black mule’s hind leg for 
strength, " ef you does, ’stead o‘ la\in’ de blame whah 
it natchelly b’longs—oji yo’ own ig'naiice, Peter— 
you’ll go thoo dis worl’ wid every Gawd’s tom-cat you 
comes by havin’ kittens on you !" 

"I feel like a father to those kittens," said Peter, 
giavely. But it was plain that Martin Luther’s furry 
four legs had put Peter’s nose out of joint! 

Things were getting w'orse and woi'se at school, too, 
although Peter considerately concealed this from his 
mother. He didn’t tell her that the promotions slie was 
so proud of bad come to him simply because bis teachers 
were bo desperately anxious to get rid of him I And 
only to-day an incident had happened that seared his 
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soul. Hi' li;ul l)Ct'ii fom'd to ptnnd out on the floor tor 
twenty cniel, ^zniellin” niinutes. to be a Horriblo 
l-’.xnmple lo :i littonn- elass. It had l)een a Ion?, woaii- 
s-onio (iav, when one's liead aehed because one's stoinacli 
was eniplv. Peter's eyes stun? and smarted, his lip 
was hiiiised because ho had bitten it to keep it horn 
treinhlim'. and liis lioart was more like a boil in his breast 
than a liPle hov’s heart. When he was finally rcloast'd 
for the dav he didn't linger, hut ?ot away as last as Ins 
thin !e?s would carry him. Onco he was sure he was 
out of si?ht (.f all unfriendly eyes he let himself po and 
cn*‘d as he tnidped along the Riverton Road. .’Viul 
there, in the afternoon sunlight, he made the acrpiaint- 
anco of the Red Admiral. 

.Tust at that sjwt the Riverton Hoad was tree-shaded 
and hird-haimted. 'riierc were clumps of olderliere and 
there, and cassena hushes, and tall fennel in the corners 
of the old worm-fence l>ordering the fields on each side, 
'I’he worm-fonee was of a polished, satiny, silvery gray, 
with trimmings of green vines clinging to it, wild-flowers 
peeping out of its crotches, and tall purple thistles sway- 
ing then- heads toward it. On one especially tall thistle 
the Red Admiral had come to anchor. 

He wore upon the skirts of his fine dark-colourcd frock- 
coat a red-orange border sewed witli tiny round black 
buttons ; across the middle of bis fore-wings, like the sash 
of an order, was a broad red ribbon, and tlie spatter of 
white on the tips may have been liis idea of epaulettes; or 
maybe they were jiature’s Distinguished Service medals 
given liiin for conspicuous bravery, for there is no more 
gallant sailor of the skies than the Red Admiral. 

When this gentleman comes to anchor on a flower ho 
hoists his gay sails erect over his fat black back, in order 
that bis under wings may be properly admired ; for ho 
knows V017 well tliat tlic ennningest craftsman that ever 
worked with mosaics and metals never turned out a 
better bit of jewel-work than those under wings. 
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It was this piece of painted |)erfection tluit cauj^ht 
Peter Champneys’s unhappy eyes and brought him lo a 
standstill. Peter forgot that he was the school dunce, 
that tears were still on his cheeks, that he luul a head¬ 
ache and an empty stomach. His eyes began to shine 
unwontedl)', briglitcuing into a golden limpidity, and his 
lips puckered into a smile. 

The Red Admiral, if one might judge by his unrubbed 
wings and the new and glossy vividness of his colourings, 
may have l>een .some nine hours old. Peter, by the 
entry in his mother’s Bible, was nine years old. Quite 
instinctively Peter's brown 6ngers groped loi' a jxMtcil. 
At the feel of it he experienced a thrill of satisfaction. 
Down on his knees he went, and crept forward, nearer 
and nearer; for one must come as the wind comes who 
would approach the Red .\<lmiral. Peter had no paper, 
80 a fly-loaf of his geography would have to do. All 
athrill, he worked with his hit of pencil; and on the fly¬ 
leaf grew the worm-fence with the blackbcny bramble 
climbing along its corners, and the fennel, and the cider 
hushes near by; and in the foreground the tall thistle, 
with the biittei'fly upon it. The Red Admiral is a 
gourmet; lie lingers daintily over his meals; so Peter 
had time to make a careful sketch of him. This done, 
he sketched in the field hej'ond, and the buzi^ar*! hanging 
motionless in the sky. 

It was crude and defective, of course, and a casual oytt 
wouldn’t have glanced twice at it, hut a true teacher 
would instantly have recognized the value, not of what 
it performed, but of what it presaged. Por all its faults 
it was hold and rapid, like the Admiral’s flight, and it 
had the Admiral’s airy grace and freedom. It seized 
the outlines of things with unerring precision. 

The child kneeling in the dust of the Riverton Road, 
with old geography open on his knee, felt in his thin 
breast a faint flutter, as of wings. He looked at the 
sketch ; he watched the Red Admiral finish his meal and 
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go scudding down the wind. And he knew he had found 
tlie one tiling he could do, the one thing he wanted to do, 
that he niust and would do. ft was as if the butterfly 
had been a fairy, (o ojien for J'eter a tiny door of lioiie. 
He wrote under the sketch ; 


Jun, 2, 189-. 
the thisscl. 


—Thi* day 1 notisaed the red aod blak but^rfly od 


Hu stared at this for a while, and added ; 
r.S.—In futclicr watch for this buterfly, witch mite be n fary. 

Then he went trudging homeward. He was smilin-f 

his own shy. stuTet smile. He held his head erect and 

looked ahead of him as if in the far, fur distance he had 

seen soinetliing, a heckoning something, toward whicli 

he was to strive. Barefooted Peter, poverty-stricken, 

lone y Peter, for the first time glimpsed the purnle 
heights. ^ ' 





CHAPTER II 

THE PROMISE 

It is written in the Live Green Book that one niav not 
stumble upon one of its secrets without at the same time 
discoveiing something about otliers (piite as fascinating 
and worth exploring. This is a wise and blessed law, 
which the angels of the Little Peoples are always trying 
to ha,ve enforced. Peter Chainpneys suspected'the Red 
Admiral of being a fairy ; so when he ran fleet-footed over 
the fields and through the woods an<l alongside the 
worm-fences after the Admiral, the angels of the Little 
Peoples turned his boyish head aside and made him see 
birds wings, and bees, and the shapes of leaves, and 
the colout-s of trees and clouds, and the faces of flowers. 
It is further written that one rnay not intimately know 
the Little Peoples without loving them. When one 
begins to love one begins to grow. Peter, then, was 
growing. 

Lying awake in the dark now wasn’t a tiling to be 
dreaded ; the dark was no longer filled with shaj)es of 
feaj-, for Peter was beginning to discover in himself a 
power of whose unique and immense value lie was not 
as yet aware. It. was the great |>ower of being able 
clearly to visualize things, of bringing before his mind’s 
eye wliatever he had seen, with every distinction of 
shape and size and colour sharply piesent, and accur¬ 
ately to portray it in the ab.sence of the original. If 
one should ask him, "What’s the shaiie of the milk¬ 
weed buttei-fly’s wing, and the colour of the spice-bush 
swallowtail, Peter Champneys? What does the hum- 
ming.bird’.s nest look like? What’s the colour of the 
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r;iinl)()\v->nak<* a!i<l of the cotton-mouth moocasiii? 
What’s tlie (lifTcrenoe hctueen the ironweiul aiul the 
aster? "—Ask Peter thin^is like that, and lend liim a 
hit of paper and a pencil, and he literally had the 
answers at his finp'er-ti[>s, 

Ihit they never asked him what would, to him. have 
heen natural (juestions ; they wished him, instead, to 
tell them wliere the Onion River flows, and the latitude 
of the muhlle of Kamchatka,and to spell ‘' [)hthisis," and 
on wliat date the Hattie of Sometliingorother was fouf^ht, 
and if a man buys old iron at such a price, and makes it 
over into stoves weifihin^ so much, and stdls his stoves 
at siK’li ;mother price, what iUk's it profit him, and other 
suchlike illuminatinj» anil upliftinj; prohlenis, warranted 
to make anv schoolchild wiser than Solomon. It is a 
beautiful sy.stcm ; only, God, who is no respecter of 
sy.stems, every now and then delit»hts to flout it by 
niakin;; Him a dunce like Peter Champneys, to be the 
torment of school-teachers—and the delif'ht of the 
aiifiels of tlu* Little Peoples. 

Those loiif;, silent, solitary hours in tlie open {jave 
Peh'r the power of concentration, and a serenity that 
Silt oddly on his slijilit .shoulders. I'houj’lits came to 
him, out there, that lie couldn’t j)ut into words nor yet 
set down upon paper. 

On warm nights when his mother’s sewing-machine 
was for a time still and tlie tired little woman slept, 
Peter slipped out of tlie shed room into a big. white, 
enchanted world, and saw things that are to be seen 
only hv an imaginative and beauty-loving little boy in 
the liglit of the midsummer moon. Big hawk-moths, 
swift and sudden, darted by him with owMike wings. 
Mocking-birds broke into silvery, irrepressible singing, 
and water-birds croaked and rustled in the cove, where 
the tide-water lipjied the land. The slim, black pine- 
trees nodded and bent to one another, with tlie moon 
looking over their shoulders. Something wild and 
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sweet and .secret invaded the little l>oy‘s s|>int. ;it)d 
stayed on in his heart. Maybe it was the henvt-sliakin;^ 
call of the wbip{>oorwill, or the song of the mocking¬ 
bird, truest voices of the summer night ; or perhaps it 
was the spirit of the great green hina-moth, loveliest of 
ail the daughters of the dark. Or porhajis the Red 
Admiral was indeetl a fairy, as Peter said he was. 

Peter was superstitious about the Red Admiral. He 
was a gO(KMuck sign, a sort of dying four-leaf clovei'. 
Peter noticed that whenever the Red Admiral ciossod 
his path now. something pleasant always impended: 
it jneant that he wouldn’t be very unhappy in school : 
or maybe he’d find a thrush’s nest, or the pink orchid. 
Or the meeting might simply imply something nice and 
homey, such as a littio treat his mother contrived to 
make for him when sewing had been somewhat hotter- 
paying than usual, and she could sit hy the table and 
enjoy his enjoyment as only one’s mother can. 

; Decidedly, the Red Admiral was good luck ! 

, So, all along, quietly, persi.stently, not exactly 
secretly but still all by himself, Peter had been learning 
^ to use his fingers, as he had been learning to use his 
eyes and ears. He was morbidly shy about it. It 
never occuned to him that anybody might luhniro any¬ 
thing he could do, as nobody had ever admired anything 
he had done. 

On his mother’s last birthday—though I’eter didn’t 
know then that it was to be her last—he made for her 
bis first sketch in water-colours. By herculean efforts 
he bad managed to-get his materials; be had picked 
bendes, weeded gardens until his head whirled and his 
back ached, chopped fire-wood, run errands, caught 
■ crabs. Presently he had his paper and colours. 

It was a beautiful surprise for Peter’s mother, that 
sketch, w'hicl) was a larger copy of the one on the fly¬ 
leaf of Ids geography. There was the gray worm-fence, 
a bit of brown ditch, an elder in flower, a tall purple 
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thistle, and on it the Red Admiral. Peter wished to 
make his mother personally acquainted with tho Red 
-\diniral, s<i he printed on the hack of his pietjue : 

My bultertly done for mother's burthday by her loveing son 
Prtcr Chaiupnoys tlic 11th Year of bis Aigo. 

The little woman cried, and held him off the hettei 
to look at him, with love, and wonder, and pride, and 
drew his head to her breast and kissed his hair and eyes, 
and wished his dear, dear father liad been there to see 
what her wonder-child could do. 

“ T can’t to save my life see where you j>et such a 
lovely ^jift from, Peter. It must he just tho grace of 
(itxl that semis it to you. Yotir dear father couldn't 
so much as draw a straight line unless he had a ruler, 
I'm sure. .\nd I’m not briglit at all. except mayl)e 
about sewing. But you are different. I’ve nlway.s 
felt that, Peter, from the time you were a little hahv. 
M the ago of five montlis you cut two teetli without 
crying once! You were a iroiulrrful haby. I knew it 
was in you to do something remarkable. Never you 
doubt your mother’s words about (hat. Peter! You’ll 
make your mark in the world yet! God couldn't 
fail to answer my prayers —and you the last 
Champne^vs.” 

IVter was too innately kind and considerate to dim 
her joy with any doubts. Ho knew how ho was rated 
—beratcil is the better word for it. Ho knew uciitelv 
liow had his marks were ; liis shoulders too often bore 
witness to them. Tlie words “ dunce ’’ and “ sissy ’’ 
buzzed about his ears like stinging gnats. So he w-asn’t 
made vainglorious by bis mother’s praise. He received 
it with cautious resen-ations. But her faith in him 
filled liini with an immense tenderness for the little 
woman, and a passionate desire, n very agony of desire 
to struggle toward her aspirations for him, to make 
good, to repay her for all the privation she hud endured 
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A lump came in his throat when he -aw her place the 
little sketch under his father’s picture, where lier eyes 
could open upon it the first thing in the morning, .iud 
close to it at night. 

Ah, my dear! (iod s will be done—I'm not com- 
Jilaiuing—but I wish, oh, how' I wish von could be here 
to see what our dear child can do!” she told the smilin^ 
crayon portrait. '‘Some of these days the little son 
you’ve never seen is going to be a great man with a 
great name —your name, my dear, your name !” 

Her face kindled into a sort of exaltation. Two 
large tears ran down her cheeks, and two larger ones 
rolled down Peter’s. His heart swelled, and again he 
felt in his breast the fiutter as of wings. Far, far away, 
on the dim and distant horizon, something glimmered! 
like sunlight upon airy peak.s. 

Peter’s mother wasn’t at all beautilul—just a little, 
ulin, sallow woinan with mild brown eyes and prayin^j 
hair, and a sen.sitive mouth, and dressed in a worn black 
skirt and a plain white shirt-waist. Her fingers wore 
needle-pricked, and she stooped from bending so con¬ 
stantly over her sewing-machine. She had been a 
pretty girl; now she wa« thirty-five veais old and looked 
fifty. She wasn’t in the least intellectual; she hadn't 
even the gift of humour, or she wouldn’t have thought 
herself a sinner and besought Heaven to forgive sins 
she never committed. She used to weep over the Fiftv- 
first Psalm, take courage from the Thirty-seventh, aiid 
when she hadn’t enough food for her body feed her 
spirit on the Twenty-third. Slie didn’t know that it is 
women like her who manage to make and keep the earth 
worth while. This timid and modest soul had the 
TOurage of a.soldier and the patience of a martyr under 

the daily scourgmgs mflrcted-5i)cin"the ^neitive by 

biting poverty. Peter might .very well have received 
tar less from a bnlhant and beautiful mother than he 
leceived from the woman whose only gifts and graces 
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were s.icli :is spnii*; liom a loviiifi. unselfisb, and pure 

Peter's sake she foujjlit while she had strenjitli 
to fii:ht. endurinji all thinjis. liopin-i all thinss. She 
didn't even know she was sacrifiein}; herself, hecau^\ 
as Emma (’ainphell slid. '• Miss Maria's jes' naichelly 
all mother.” Ihit of a sudden, the winter that Peter 
was turning twelve, the tide of battle uent at;ainst lier. 
The needle-prieked. patient tinjiers dropped Iheir work. 
Slie said apolo”Otieally. ” I’m sorry, but I'm afraid I m 
(04.> sick to stav up any lon-ier. " N**lu)dy <:nessed how 
.slifTlit was her bold upon life. When the neighbours 
tame in. after the kimllv Carolina enstom. slie was 
ehiHuful enuueh. but .piiet. But then. Maria C\v.\n\\>- 
neys was alway.s (piiet. 

There came a dav when she was unusually quiet, 
even for lier. Toward dusk the neighbour who had 
watched with her wont home. At the do(W she said 


hopefully : 

•• You'll be better in the mornino.” 

" Yes. I'll 1)0 bettor in the morninj'.” the sick woman 
repeated. After a while Emma Campbell, who luul 
been looking after the house, went away to her cabin 
across the. cove. Peter and his mother were alone. 

It was a darkish, {justy night, and a small fire burned 
in the open fireplace. Shadows danced on the w’alls, 
and every now and then the wind came and tapped at 
the windows impatiently. On tlie closed sowing- 
raachino an oil lamp burned, turned rather low. Peter 
sat in a rocking-chair drawn close to his mother’s bed- 
sido and dozed fitfully, waking to watch the face on the 
pillow. It was very quiet there in the poor room, with 
the clock ticking and the soft sound of the settling log. 

Just before dawn Peter replenished the fire, moving 
carefully lest he should disturb liis mother. But when 
he turned toward the bed again she was wide aw'ake and 
looking at him intently. Peter run to her, kissed her 
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cheek, and held her hand in his. Her fingers were cold. 
and he chafed them between his palms. 

Peter, said she, very gently, “ I’ve got to go, rny 
dear.” There was no fear in her. The child looked at 
her piteou.cly, his eyes big and frightened in his pale 
face. 

” And now I’m at the end.” said she bravely, ” I’m 
not afraid to leave you, Peter. You are a brave child, 
and a good child, lou couldn’t be dishonourable, or a 
coward, or a liar, or unkind, to save your life. You 
will always he gentle, and generous, and just. Wluui 
one is where I am to-night. that is all that really matters. 
Nothing but goodnc.-^s counts.” 

Peter, with her hand against hi.s cheek, tried not to 
weep. To conceal his terror and grief, and the shock 
of this thing come upon him m the middle of the night, 
to spare her the agony of witnessing his agony, was 
almost intuitive with him. He braced himself, and 
kept his self-control. She seemed to undorstatid, for the 
hand he held against hi.s cheek tried, feebly, to caress it. 

It didn’t tire her to talk, apparently, for lier voice was 
firm and clear. 

You’re a gifted child, as well as a good child, Peter. 
Rut our people here don’t undei>tand you yet, my 
dearest. Your sort of brightness is different fro'm theirs 
—and better, because it’s rarer and slower. Hold fa.st 
to yourself. Peter. You’re going to be a great man.” 

leter stroked her hand. The two looked at each 
other, a long, long, luminous look. 

My son your chance is coming. I know that to- 
night. And when it comes, oh, for God’s sake, for my 
sake, for all the Charnpneyses’ sake, take it, Peter, take 
It! Her voice rose at that, her hand tightened upon 
his; sho looked at him imploringly. 

“ Take it for my sake.” she sSd with terrible earnest¬ 
ness and intensity. ” Toko it. darling, and prove that 
I was right about you. Remember how' all my years, 
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Petcr» I toiled find proved—;dl for you. my doovefit* idl 
for YOU ! Rcnjen)!)er me iu that liour, Peter, and don t 
fail me. don’t fail tne 

Oh. ^fothe^. I won’t fail yon ! T won’t fail yon !” 
cried Peter, and at that the tears c-anie. 

His mother smiled, exquisitely; a smile of faith re¬ 
assured and ho|)o fulfilled and love contented. That 
smile on a dyin^' mouth stayed, with other heautifnl and 
iiniHuishablo memories, in Peter’s heart. Presently lie 
ventured to ask her, timidly : 

" Shall I go for somehody, Afother?” 

Are you afiaid, dear?” 

" No, ' said Peter. 

"Then stav hv mo. Just vou and me together. 
Vou—you are all I have—I don’t need anybody else. 
Stay with me, Son—for a little while.” 

Outside you could hear the wind moving restlessly, 
and the trees complaining, and tlie tide-water whisper¬ 
ing. The dark night was filled with a mnltitudiuoils 
murmuring. For a long while Peter and his mother 
clung to each other. From time to time she whispered 
to him—such pitiful comfortiiigs as love may lend in its 
extremity. 

I'he black night paled into a gray glimmer of dawn. 
Peter held fast to the hand ho couldn’t warm. Her 
face was sharp and pale and pinched. She looked very 
little and thin and helpless. Tbc bed seemed too big 
for so small a woman. 

More pay light stole tliro\igb the windows. The 
lamp on the closed machine looked ghostly, the room 
filled with shifting shadows. Marin Chnmpneys turned 
lier head on lier pillow, and stored at her son with eyes 
he didn’t know for his mother’s. They were full of u 
flickering light, as of a lamp going out. 

Though I walk—through the valley-’ ” Hoi'e 

her voice, a mere thin trickle of sound, failed her. As 
if pressed by an innsible hand her head began to bend 
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fomard. A thin, gray shade, as of inconceivably lino 
ashes, settled upon her face, and her nostrils quivered 
The eyes, with the light fading from them, fixed them¬ 
selves on Peter in a last look. 

“ ■—of the shadow’ of death, I will fear no evil ; for 
Thou art w'ith rne; Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort 
me.’ ” Peter finished it for her, his bo^’ish voice a cry 
of agony. 

A light, puffing breath, as of a candle blown out, 
exhaled from his mother’s lips. Her eyes clo.sed, the 
hand in Peter’s fell limp and slack. The awful and 
mysterious smile of death fixed itself upon her pule 
mouth. 

So passed Maria Champneys from her tiny house in 
Riverton, in the dawn of a winter morning, when the 
tide w'as turning and the world was full of the sound of 
water running seaward. 
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CHAPTER HI 

AT CRIPS WITH MFR 

Tin? best or the worst tiling that can happen to a lioy 
in tliiscountry is to be poor in it for a wliile, tQ be picked 
np neck and crop and thing upon bis own resources; not 
always to remain poor, of course, for one may be damned 
<liiite as ellectually and everlastingly upon the cross as 
off it; but to be poor long enough to acipiire a sense of 
[jroportion by coming to close grips with life; to learn 
what things and people really are, the good and the bad 
of them together; to have to weigh and measure cant 
and sentimentality and Christian charity—which lost is 
a fearsome tiling—in the balance with truth and com¬ 
mon sense and human kindness. It is an experience 
tliat makes or breaks. 

Peter had always adored his mother; but it wasn’t 
until now (hat he realized liow really wonderful she 
had been. How she had kept the roof over bis head, 
and his stomach somehow satished, and had sent him to 
church and to school decently enough clad, Peter 
couldn't iningino. 

There was no possibility now of regular schooling. 
Nature hasn’t provided as providently for the human 
grub as for the insect one. A human grub isn’t born 
upon a food-plant that is a house as well, nor is nature 
liis tailor and his shoemaker. Peter wasn’t blood kin 
to anybody in Riverton, so there was no home open to 
him. He was deeply sensible of the genuine kindness 
extended to him in hie dark hour, but he wouldn’t, he 
couldn't, have gone permanently into any of their homes 

had he been asked to do so, which of course he wasn't 
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He clung to the little bouse on the big cove. His 
mother’s presence lingered there and hallowed the place. 

There was some talk of sending him to an orphanage 
—he was barely twelve, and penniless. But when Mrs. 
Cooke, the minister’s w’ife, mentioned it to Peter, 
gently enough, the boy turned upon her with flaming 
eyes, and said he wouldn't stay in any asylum; he’d 
run away, and keep on running away until ho die<l ! 
Mrs. Cooke looked troubled, and said that Mr. Mc- 
Masters, a vestryman in the clnirch, was really the head 
and front of that project. 

Peter went after Mr. McMosters, and found him in 
his grocery store—one of those long, dim country stores 
that sell everj'thing from cradles to coffins. Mr. ^^c- 
Masters came from behind the counter, rubbing his 
hands. 

“ Well, Peter, what can I do for you this inawnin’ ?” 
he asked, jovially. He was that sort. 

“ You can let me alone, please,” said Peter, suc¬ 
cinctly. 

‘‘Eh? What's that?” The large man stared at the 
little man. 

‘‘I said you can let me alone, please,” said Peter, 
patiently. ” I hear it’s you doing most of the talking 
about sending me to an orph«anage.” 

I try to do my duty as a man and a Christian,” said 
the vestryman, piously. ” You can’t be allowed to run 
loose, Peter. ’Tain’t right. 'Tain't moral. ’Taiii’t 
Christian. You'll be better off in a good orphan-asylum, 
bein’ taught what you’d ought to learn. That’s the 
place for you, Peter !” « 

” I want to stay in my own house,” said Peter. 

” Shucks 1 You can't eat and wear a measly little 
house, can you? That’s what I’m asking the town 
right now. Sure you can’t! The thing to do is to sell 
that place for what it’ll fetch, sock the money in bank 
for you, and it’ll be there—with interest —when you’ve 
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i^own up :ind ititn to start iu business for yourself. ^ cs, 
sir. That’s inv idea. " 

• Mr. McMastors.” .said Peter, evenly. “ I want you 
to know one tiling s»jro and certain. If you send mo 
to anv or[>lian-asvIum. I II send you to some {)lace whore 
vou’li be better off, too. sir.’ 

'' Moanin' ?" 

Peter Champneys shot at the stout vestrynmn a 
olanre like the thrust of a poldeu spear. 

“ The cenu tory, Mr. McMasters,” said he. with the 
'deadly South Carolina pontleness. 

The two staro<l at oa<di other. Tt wa.sn’t the Imy's 
plant'o that fell first, 

'* Throatonin’ me. hov? Threatenin’ a father of a 
family, arc you?" Mr. McMasters licked his lips. 

" Oh, no. Mr. McMa.‘<ters, I’m not. thrcateninfi you, 
at all. I’m just tollin-r you what’ll happen.” 

The vestryman reflecte<l. He knew the Cliajup- 
nevses. Thev ha<l all been men of their word. .\nd 
fine mark.sman.ship ran in the family. He had seen this 
same Peter handle a shot^pun : you’d think the little 
<levil hnd been horn with a nun in Ids 6st! He had 
a thumb-nail vi.sion of Mrs. McMasters collectinn Ids 
life-insurance—nettinn new clothes, and the piano she 
had been plnnuinf* him for, loo, and her mother always* 
in the house with her. He turned purple. 

"You — why, you beggarly wdielp! You — you 
damned Champneys!” he roared. Peter met the angry 
eyes unflinchingly. 

" I reckon you’d better understand I’m not going to 
any orphan-asylum, Mr. McMasters. I’m going to 
stay right hero at home. And you are not going to get 
my cove lot," he fldde<I shrewdly. 

" What do I care where you go? And who wants 
your old strip of sand and cockspurs? Get to hell out 
o’ here!” yelled Mr. McMasters, violently. 

Peter marched out. He knew that victory perched 
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upon his banners. He wouldn’t be sent away, willy- 
nilly, to a place the bare tlioiiglit of which had made hi.s 
mother turn pale. .\nd she had wished him to keep 
the place on the cove, the last poor remnant of Cliami>- 
ueys land. To this end had she pinched and slaved. 
When Peter thouglit of McMaster.< intriguing to take 
from him even this poor posse.ssion. Ins lips came to¬ 
gether firmly. Somehow lie would manage to keep the 
place. If his mother had been able to manage it, surely 
a man could do so, too! He hadn't the faintest doubt 
of his ability to take care of himself. 

But the town was troubled and perplexed, until Peter* 
solved his problem for himself with the aid of Emma 
(’ainpbell. Emma had always been his friend, and she 
had been his mother's loyal and loving servitor. She 
and Peter had several long talks; then Emma called in 
Cassius, an ex-husband of hers who so long as he didn’t 
live with her could get along with her, and had him 
widen the shed room, Peter taking in its stead his 
.mother's bedroom. Cassius built a better wash-bench, 
with a shelter, under the chinaberry trees in the 
yard and strung some extra clothes-lines, and Emma 
Campbell moved in. Emma would take care of the 
house, and look after Peter. Riverton sighed, and 
.shrugged its shoulders. 

It was a sketchy sort of arrangement, but it worked 
very well. Sometimes Peter provided the meals which 
Emma cooked, for he was expert at snaring, crabbing, 
shrimping, and fishing. Sometimes the spirit moved 
Cassius to lay an offering of a side of bacon, a bushel of 
potatoes, a.string of fieli, or maybe a jug of syrup or a 
hen at his ex-spouse’s feet. Cassius said Emma w’as 
so contrary he specked she must be 'flicted wid de moon- 
D€88, which is one way of saying that one is a bit w'eak 
in the head. But he liked her, and she washed his 
shirts and sewed on a button or so for him occasiouallv, 
or occasionally cracked him over the sconce with the 
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hominy-ppoon, just to show that she considered her 
marital ties binding, liinina had been married twice 
since Cassius left her, but both these ventures had been, 
ill her own words, “ triflin’ nifi^ers any real lady’d jes' 
natchelly hah to throw out.” When Cassius com- 
plaincd 'lhat his third wife was ” dipgin’ roots ” against 
linn, Emma immediately set him to digging potatoes 
for herself, to offset the ill effects of possible conjure. 
She was a strategical person, and Peter didn't faro very 
badly, consiilenng. 

I'he boy fell heir to all those odd jobs that boys in his 
position are exiiectod to tackle. When a task was too 
tire.'^ome, too ilisagreeable, or too ill-paying for anybody 
else, Peter was sent for and giaciously allowed to do it. 
It enabled people to feel charitable and at the same time 
get something done for about a fourth of what a man 
would have charged. Half the time lie made his living 
out of the river, going partners with some negro boat¬ 
man. They are daring watermen, the coast negroes. 
They took Peter on deejvsea fishing-trips, and at night 
he curled up on a furled sail and went to sleep to the 
sound of Allantio waves, and of negro men singing as 
only ni‘gro men can sing. Sometimes they went sein¬ 
ing at niglit in the river, and Peter never forgot the 
flaring torches, the lights dipping and glinting and slid¬ 
ing off brawny, half-naked figures and black faces, while 
the marshes were a black, long lino against the sky. 
and the nux>n made a silver track upon the waters, and 
the salty smell of the sea filled one’s nostrils. 

Now that ho could no longer attend school, Peter 
snatched at any book that came his way, getting all 
sorts and conditions of reading-matter from all sorts and 
conditions of people. His was the unappeasable hunger 
and thirst of those who long to know ; and he wished to 
express wdiat ho learned, by making pictures and thus 
interpreting it for himself and others. It wasn’t easy. 
Ijifo turned a rather harsh face to him. He wasn’t 
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clotlied like tlie birds of the air and the lilies of the field ; 
he had to provide his own coverings as best he might. 
He wouldn't accept charity. He would w’ear bis own 
old clotlies but he wouldn't wear anybody else’s. 

“Peter,” said Emma Campbell, anxiously, “yo’ 
rind is cornin’ out o’ doors. Dem britches o' yourn looks 
like peep-thoo-de-winduh ; daylight's cornin'.” She 
added anxiously: “Don’t you let a heavy rain ketch 
you in dem pants, Peter, or it’ll baptize you plum nekked 
to yo’ shirt-tail.” 

Peter looked alarmed. One may with decency run 
barefooted only to the knees. Upon reflection, he sold 
his mother’s sewing-machine—it was an old machine 
and didn't bring much—and bought enough to cover 
himself with. 

“I wish I’d been born with niy clothes on me, like 
you were,” he confided to the Red Admiral. “Gee, 
you’re lucky !” 

The Red Admiral flirted his fine coat vaingloriously. 
He didn’t have to worry about trousers, nor yet shoes 
for his six feet! And all he had to do was to fly around 
a bit and he was sure to find his dinner waiting for him. 

“ Fairy,” said Peter, soberly, “ I’m not sniffling, but 
I’m not having what you’d call a good time. It’s liard 
to be me, butterfly. Nothing nice haa happened in 
such a long time. I wish you’d think up something 
pleasant and wish it to happen to me.” 

If you’ll hold out your first and second fingers and 
wiggle them in the friendliest way you know how, 
you’ll see how the Red Admiral moved his feelers just 
then. 

When Peter Champneys went home that night, after 
a long afternoon of weeding an old lady’s garden and 
whitewashing a long-suffering chicken-house, Emmu 
Campbell spread before him, on a hot platter, and of 
a crispness and brownness and odorousness to have 
made St. Simon Stylites slide down his pillar and grab 
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for a pioco of it, a fat cliickea with an accompaniment 
of hut hiscuit and pood brown pra\ 7 . She didn’t tell 
Peter how she had come by the chicken, nor did he 
wait to ask. He crammed his mouth, and Emma 
leaned apainst the door and watched him with profound 
satisfaction. Wlien he had jiolished the Iftst Ixme to 
an ivory wliitcness, Emma readied behind her and 
liaiuled Peter the book she had that morning wrested 
from a pedlar whose shirt she had washed and ironed. 
I'hnma knew Peter liked books. 

Now. Emma Campbell couldn't by any stretch of 
imagination be considered a beautiful person. She had 
pulled almost all of her hair out by the roots, from a 
fashion she had of twisting and winding it tightly 
around a tin spoon, or a match stem, to “ pull her palate 
up.” The coloured people suffer from a mysterious 
ailment known as ” having your palate down,” for which 
the one specific is to take a wisp of your hair and WTap 
it as tightly around a tin spoon, or a match stem, as you 
can twist it; that pulls your palate up. It is, of course, 
absolutely necessary for you to have your palate up, even 
though you scalp yourself in the process of making it 
stay up. Emma generally had a couple of spoons and 
two or three matches in what was left of her wool. She 
could screw her mouth up until it looked like a nozzle, 
and she could shoot her eyes out like a crab’s. She W’as 
so big that most folks were afraid of her. But as she 
stood there beaming at Peter with the book in his hmid, 
the lovelie.st lady in the land couldn’t have looked better 
or kinder. 

Peter laid the ” Collection of Poetic Gems ” on the 
table, and blinked at Emma Campbell. Then, because 
he w'as only a boy, and because nothing so pleasant as this 
had happened to him for a long, long time—not since 
his mother died—he put liis head down on the green- 
covered hook and cried as only a boy can cry when be 
lets go. 
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Emma Campbell seemed to grow about nine feet tall. 

" Peter,” said she, in a terrifying voice, ” I axes you 
not to lemme see you cryin’ like dat! When I sees 
Miss Maria’s chile cryin’, jes' ’cause a ole nigger woman 
gives 'im a book, I wants to go out an’ bust dis town 
wide open wid a axe !" 

When he had time to examine his '' Collection of Poetic- 
Gems,” Peter was overjoyed. The paper wa.s poor, the 
cuts atrocious, tlie binding a poisonous green, but many 
of the Geras were of purest ray serene despite tbeir 
wretclied setting. Old-fashioned stulT, most of it, hut 
woven on the loom of immortality. Peter, of course, 
had Simms’s “War Poems of the South.” He knew 
jimch of Father Ryan hy heart. He, as well as another, 
could wave his brown stick of an arm and bid somebody 

Take that banner down, ti.s tattered.” Ho had been 
brought up on the story of the gloiy of the men who wore 
the gray, and for him tho sword of Uoherl Lee would 
never dim nor tarnish. But these things were dilTcrenl. 
They talked to something deep down in him, (hat was 
neither Yankee nor Southerner, but larger and better 
than both. When Peter read these poems he felt the 
hair of his scalp j)ricl<le, and his heart almost burst with 
a rajature tliat was a^jony, ■ ' 

But one can’t exist on a collection of gems in a vile 
binding. Sliirts and shoes wear out, and trouser.s must 
be replaced when they’re too far gone to stand another 
stitch. Peter was too small to do any responsible work, 
and he was getting too big to be paid in [)pnnie8 and 
. dimes. People didn’t exactly know what to do with 
him. One can’t be supercilious to a boy who is a 
Champneys born, but can one invite a boy who runs 
errands, is on very familiar footing with all the coloured 
people in tho county, and wears such clotlies as Peter 
wore, to one’s house, or to be one of tho guests when a 
child of the family gives a birthday party? Not even 
in South Carolina I 
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For instance, when Mrs. Humphreys j:;ave a birthday 
party for lu-r little ;;irl, she was troubled about Peter 
Chalnpne^s, who hadn't been invited. Peter had 
weeded lu-r panlen the day before, and jnowed her lawn ; 
and he had looked such a little fellow, ninnin** that lawn- 
mower out there in the sun! And now. while all the 
other children were plavin;» and laiijihing, dressed in 
their party finery, Peter was splittiii'’ wewd for old ^^iss 
Carruthera, a little farther down the street. Mrs. 
IIum[)lirevs could see him from her hedrooin window. 
It wasa little too mueli for the pood-hearted woman, who 
had lik<‘d Ids mother. She cornprondsed with lierself hy 
takinp a plate of ico-croani and a tldck slice of cake, 
slippinp out of her back door, and luirryinp down to 
Miss ( aiTutliers’s hack yard. 

Peter stood there, leaninp on his axe. Seated on a 
larper woodpile was old Daildy Christmas, one of the 
town bcppnrs. Paddy Christmas was incredibly old, 
wrinkleil, rapped, and bent. Ilis prizzled, partly bald 
head noildcd while he tried to talk to Peter. 

“ Peter,” said Mrs. Humphreys, hastily, *' liere’s 

sotne ice-cream and cake for you.” She blushed as 

% 

slie .spoke. ” It's a hot day—and yon’ro worldnp. I 
thoupht you’d like something cool and nice.” She 
thrust the plate upon him. 

Peter smiknl at her cliarminply. 

” You're iniphty kind, Mis' Flumphreys,” he told 
her. 

”I'I1 come hack for the plate and spoon, after a 
while,” she said, luirrj’ing off. But at the pate, besido 
tlie thick crapc-m^Ttle bushes, she paused and looked 
back. Sonieliow she wanted to see Maria Champneys’s 
boy eating that ice-cream and cake. 

■' Daddy Christmas," said a voice, gaily, ” if there’d 
been two plates and two spoons, and if you'd had anv 
sort of a dinner to-day. I'd be perfectly willing to share 
tliis treat with you. As it is, you’ll have to eat it all by 
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yourself.” A second later the voice added: ‘‘Funny, 
you just saying the Liord would provide; but I bet you 
didn’t think He’d provide ice-cream and cake!” Fol¬ 
lowed the brisk strokes of the axe, swung by a why, 
nervous little arm. 

Mrs. Humphreys walked down the lane to her house, 
with a very thoughtful face. 



CHAITER IV 

TnK SOUL OF BLACK FOLKS 

Tiil negro to tho while man, as tlie moon to tho earth, 
sliowB one side onlythe otlier is dark and unknown. 
It is an instinct with him to conceal the truth—any 
trutli—from while men ; who knows to what use they 
will put it and him? So deeply have ages of slavery 
ami oppression ingraim'd this upon black men r sub- 
conscionsnoss that only one white man in a thousand 
ever knows or suspects wliat his dark brethren think, 
or know, or feel. Peter (’hampneys hap|)ened to he the 
thousandth. 

There wasn't acahin in all that countryside in which 
this harc'footed last scion of a long line of slave-holding 
gentry wasn't known and welcome. There wasn’t n 
negro in the county he didn’t know by name: even 
" moan niggor.s ” gi'inncd amiably at Peter Chiunpneys. 
They remembered what ho liad once said to a district 
judge whom ho heard bitterly inveighing against their 
ingratitude, immorality, shiftlessuess, and general 
worthlessness. Peter had lifted his quiet eyes. 

"I've often thought, Judge, what a particularly 
mean nigger I'd have been, myself," ho said, and 
studied tho judge with disconcerting directness. "If 
you’d been born a coloured man, and some folks talked 
and behaved to you like somo folks talk and behave to 
coloured men, don’t you reckon you’d be in jail right 
this minute. Judge?" 

Tho white men who heard Peter’s remark smiled, 
and one of them, said, spitting out a mouthful of tobacco 

juice, that it was just another piece of that boy’s dam- 
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foolishness. But the negroes, who knew that jud^e as 
only negroes can know white men, chuckled grimly. 
They have an immense respect for intelligence, and they 
made no mistake where Peter’s was concerned. 

They knew him, too, a mild-eyed, brown-faced child 
reading out of a Book by the light of a kerosene lamp 
to groups of gray-headed, reverent listeners in lonely 
cabins. And Peter was always making pictures of them 
—Mindel at the wash-tub, Emma Campbell picking a 
chicken, old Maum’ Cbloe churning, Liza playing with 
her fat black baby, Joe Tuttle ploughing, old Daddy 
Neptune Fennick leaning on his axe. Sometimes 
these sketches caught some fleeting moment of fun, and 
were so true and so amusing that they were received 
with shoiits of delighted laughter, passtyl from liand to 
hand, and cherished by fortunate recipients. 

Now, no simple and natural heart can even foj’ a little 
while beat in unison with other hearts, encased in what¬ 
soever coloured skin may please God, without a quicken¬ 
ing of that wisdom which is one of the keys of the 
Kingdom to come. To be able really to know, truly 
to understand and come hnman-closc to the lowly, to 
men and women under the bondage of age-old prejudice 
or outcast by the colour of their skin, is a terrible and 
perilous gift. This is the much knowledge in which 
there is much grief. 

Peter Champneys saw both sides. He saw and heard 
and knew things that would have made his mother turn 
in her grave bad she known. Ho knew what depths of 
savagery and superstition, of brute sloth and ignorance, 
lay hereto drive back n>any a would-be white liclper in 
despair, and to render the labour of many a splendid 
negro refonner all but futile. But he knew, too, the 
terrible patience, the incredible resignation, with which 
poverty and neglect and hunger and oppression and 
injustice are borne, until at times, child as be was, his 
soul sickened with shame and rage. He relished tho 
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sweet earthy humour that brightens humble lives, the 
gaiety and charity under conditions which, when 
wliite men liave to bear them, go to the making of red 
terrorists. Some of the things he saw and heaid 
remained like scars upon Peter’s memory. He will 
roniemher until he dies the .Tune night he spent with 
P.uldy Nejjtune Fenniok in his cabin on the edge of the 
Ihver Swamp. 

That early .Tune day had been cloudy from dawn ; 
Peter was glad of that, for he meant to pick black- 
l>crries, and a sunless day for berry-picking is an un- 
rnixed blessing. The little negroes are such nimble- 
fingered pickers, such locust-liko strippers of all near-by 
patches, that Peter had had luck at first, and wjis driven 
farther afield than he usually went; his search led him 
oven to the edge of the River Swamp, a dismal place of 
evil repute, wherein cane as tall as a man grew thickly, 
and sluggish streamlets meandered in and out of gnarled 
cvpress roots, and big water-snakes stretclied themselves 
on branches overhanging the water. On the edges of 
the swamp the unmolested vines were thick with fruit. 
In the late afternoon Peter had filled his buckets to 
overflowing with extra-fine berries. 

It had been a sultry day for all its sunlessness, and 
Peter was tired, so tired that bis head and back ached, 
Ho looked at the heavy buckets doubtfully; it would bo 
a man-size job to tnidgo the long sandy road home, so 
laden. While he sat there, hating to move. Daddy 
Neptune Fcnnick came in sight, hoe and rake and axe 
on his sturdy shoulder. Tlie old man cast a shrewd, 
wenthqr-wise eye at the darkening sky. 

'■ Gwine to liab one spell o’ wedder,” he called. 
“ Best come on home wid me, Peter, en w’ait w’ile." 

Fiven ns ho spoke a blaze of lightning split the sky 
and lit up the swamp. A loud clap of thunder fol¬ 
lowed on the heels of it. Daddy Neptune seized one 
bucket, Peter the other, and both ran for the shelter of 
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the cabin, some eighth of a mile farther on. Tliey 
reached it just as the rain came down in swirling, 
blinding sheets. 

The old man built a fire in his mud fireplace, and 
prepared the evening meal of broiled bacon, johnny- 
cake, and cofiee. He and his welcome guest ate from 
tin plates on their knees, drinking their coffee from tin 
cups. Between mouthfuls each gave the other wnat 
county news he possessed. I’eter particularly liked 
that orderly one-roomed cabin, and tlie fine old man who 
was his host. 

He was an old-timer, was Daddy Neptune, more than 
six feet tall, and massively proportioned. His bald 
head was fringed with a ring of curling gray wool, and 
a white beard covered the lower portion of an unusually 
handsome countenance. He had a shrewd and homely 
wit, an unhuyahlo honesty, and such a simple and 
unaffected dignity of manner and bearing as had won 
the respect of the county. 

The old mao lived by himself in tho cabin by the 
River Swamp. His wife and son had long been dead, 
and though he had sheltered, fed, clothed, and taught 
to work several negro lads, these had gone their way. 
Peter was particularly attached to him, and the old man 
returned his affection with interest. 

The dark fell rapidly. You could hear the trees in 
the River Swamp crying out as the wind tormented 
them. On a night like this, with lightning snaking 
through it and wild wind trying to tear the heart out 
of its thin cypresses, and the cane-brake rustling 
ominously in its unchancy black stretches, one might 
believe that the place was haunted, as the negroes said 
it was. Daddy Neptune was moved to tell Peter some 
of his own experiences with the River Swamp. He 
spoke, between puffs of his corn-cob pipe, of the night 
Something had come out of it— pitlerpat! pitterpatl — 
right at his heels. It bad followed him to the very edge 
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of bis home clearing. Daddy Neptune wasn’t exactly 
afrniti, but lie knew that Sonietbing hadn’t any business 
to be pitterpattering at liis lieels, so ho had turned 
around and said : 

■■ Kf you-all come out o' hebben, you’s wastin’ good 
time vuli. Kf Dey-all lef you come out o’ hell, you 
bes’ git l ight back whah you b’longs. One \Yayfi, / ain’t 
got nothin’ 1 kin tell you; t’other ways, j/f)« ain’t got 
nothin’ I’s gwiue to let you tell me. I’s axin’ you to 
git. l-’n,'’ finished Neptune, “ dat King done went 
right out —whisli !—same lak I’s tellin’ you ! Vessuh ! 
hit went spang out!" lie threw another chunk of fat- 
wiiod on the fire, and watched the .smoky Oame go danc¬ 
ing up tlie chimney. In the red glow he had the asfiect 
of a kindly Titan. 

'■ It never hothored you again, Daddy Noji'?” Peter 
wan alw’ays curious about these exjieriences. He had a 
glimmer tliat negroes are nearer to certain Powers than 
other folks are, and altliough he wasn’t sujierstitious, 
he wasn’t sceptical, either. 

Never bothered me a-tall, less’n dat's whut’s been 
modillin’ wid my fowls, whichin ef I catches it, I aims 
to blow its head plum off, ghostes or no ghostes,” said 
the old man, stoutly. 

“ Ghosts don’t steal chickens. I reckon it's a Nvild- 
cat gets yours. I heard one scream in the swamp not 
so long since.” 

” Well, I aims to git Mistiih Wildcat, den. I done 
got me a couple o’ guinea-fowls for watch, en dey sho 
does set up a mighty potrackin’ w’en anything strange 
comes a-snoopin’ roun' de yahd.” 

After a while Daddy Neptune put away hie pii>e and 
took down from a shelf his big battered Bible, and Peter 
read the Twenty-first and Twenty-second chapters of 
Revelations, to which the old man listened with clasped 
hands and an uplifted face, his lips moving soundlessly 
as he repeated to himself certain of the words : 
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And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there 
shall be no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall 
there be any more pain ; for the former things are passed nwiiy. . . . 
He that overcoinetb sh^l inherit all things ; and I will be his God 
and he shall be my son. . . . 

‘ I was born in slaverj’ment.’’ said the old man, 
atidibly. 

I’eter lay on his straw bed before the fire, sleepily 
watching Neptune finish his prayers. He still had a 
child’s faith, but he was beginning to wonder bow a 
laixiuring negro could retain it. One thing he was sure 
of; if there was such a thing as a Christian man, endowed 
with ideal Christian virtues, that old man kneeling in 
his cabin, pouring out his heart to his Maker, was a 
Christian. And remetnheriug comfortable, complacent 
while Christians—well fed, well housed, well clothed; 
with education and all that it implies as their heritage ; 
with all the high things of the world open to them by 
reason of their white skin ; praying decorously every 
Sunday to a white man’s God—Peter felt confused. 
How should the w’hite man and the white man’s God 
answer and account to the Daddy Neptunes, who had 
been “ born in slaveryment,” had lived and would die 
in slaveryment to poverty and prejudice? Where do 
they come in, these, dispossessed dark sons of the 
Father? Surely, the Father has a very great deal to 
make up to them 1—Then the firelighted cabin walls, 
the wavering figure of the kneeling old man, the soft 
sound of light rain on the roof, faded and went out. 
Peter fell asleep. 

He slept a tired boy’s dreamless slumber. The night 
deepened. The rain ceased, and a wan and sad nioou 
climbed the sky, wearily, like a tired old woman. In 
the River Sw’amp frogs croaked, a whippoorwill at inter¬ 
vals gave its lonesome and lovely call, the shivering-owl’s 
cry making it lovelier by comparison. The cypresses 
shook blackly in the blacker swamp water which licked 
4 
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thoir roots. Prom the drenched vegetation arose a fresh 
and penetrating odour, the smell of the clean June 
mght. .\nd presently, he didn't know why, Peter 
awoke with overv sense instantly alert. It was as if 

to % 

his soul liad sensed a sound, knew it for what it was, and 
was on guard. 

A few red enihers glowed in the big mud chimney. 
Save for these, the one-room cabin was in darkness. 
Soniebodv was moving about. Peter made out the 
figure of big Neptune standing witli his head bent in 
a li.stoning attitude at one of the shuttered windows. 
A bit of fatwood in the fire[>lacc burst for a moment into 
an expiring llame, which flickered dully on the barrel 
of the gun in the negro’s hands. Peter scrambled up, 
and stole noiselessly across the floor. 

" Dem guineas potracked on waked mo up. Son,” 
whispqred Neptune. ” Now I aims to git wbut's been 
sneakin' off wid my fowls.” 

At that moment a low knock sounded on the door. 
At such an hour, and in that lonely place, it gave the 
old man and the boy a distinct sensation of fear : who 
should come knocking so stealthily at the door of the 
cabin by the River Swamp at that eerie hour? Neptune, 
his gun grippcil in his hands, twisted bis head sidewise, 
listening. The knock came again, this time more 
insistent. Then a thick voice spoke, muffled by the 
intervening door : 

“Daddy Nepshun, is you awake? For Gawd 
A’mighty's sake, Daddy Nepshun, lemme in !” 

The old man stepped to the door and flung it wide. 
The figure that had been crouching against it tumbled 
in and lay panting on the floor. 

“ Light mo dat lamp, please, Peter,” said Neptune, 
peering down at his visitor. 

Peter, who had recovered from his momentary fear, 
lighted the kerosene lamp. By its light they perceived 
a stained, muddy, dishevelled wretch, in the last state 
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of terror and exhaustion. Two wild eyes glared at them 
out of a giay, grimed face. 

" Why, Jake ! Lawd ’a’ mussy, hit's Jake !” burst 
from Daddy Neptune. Peter recognized in the in¬ 
truder a negro to whom the old man had been, as was 
his wont, fatherly kind. On a time be and his wife 
had sheltered and fed Jake. 

Peter didn’t know why, but something in the man's 
aspect, in his rolling eyes, his lips drawn back from bis 
teeth, his torn clothes, his desperate look of a hunted 
beast, made him recoil. He had never before seen any¬ 
one w’ith just that look of brute cunning and terror. 
Daddy Neptune’s steady eyes took in every detail. He 
stiffened in his tracks. 

"Whut you been doin' ?” he demanded. Jake turned 
his liead from side to side ; he refused to meet the direct 
old eyes. He mumbled : 

Is you got any w’isky. Da’ Nepshun? For Gawd’s 
sake, Da’ Nepshun, gimme a drink en don’t ast me no 
questions twell l’s able to answer.” His voice w’as 
hoarse and shaking ; his whole body shook. 

”I ain’t got no w’isky, but I got coffee en bittles. 
Wliichiu you is welcome to,” said Neptune. "You 
ain’t say yit w’hut you been doin’. Whut you been up 
to, Jake?” 


Jake writhed off the floor. Again Peter recoiled in¬ 
stinctively. As tbo negro got upon his feet his coat fell 
open, and the torn sleeve and cuff of a gingham shirt 
showed. On it was a dark stain which was not swanip 
water or mud. Peter’s eyes fastened upon that dark 
red smear. 


Gimme a bit o’ bittles so’s I kin git on,” 
Jake. 


implored 


” I axes you once mo’, Jake : whut you been doin’?” 
demanded Neptune. His voice was stern, and his face 
began to set. 

En I axes you to lemme git dem bittles fust, en 
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I’ll tell you, f?oon « I -nts back mah wind,” retviinrd 
Jake, Hullcnly. 

Still retaining bis gun. Neptune went to the corner 
cupboard, from which he took a loaf of broad. ith- 
out cutting It he handed it to Jake, who began to tear 
it with Ills teeth. .Ml the while he ate, he kept turning 
his head, listening, listening. 

'* ('ain't wait for no coffee. Gimme drink o’ water, 
please, sub.” In silence Neptune handed him a gourd 
of watiT. When Jake had uul[ied this down, Neptune 
asked .again, inexorably . 

■■ W'hut you been doin', Jake?” 

Jak(' shifted from one foot to the other. He thrust 
his bullet head forward. His hands, hanging at his 
sides, opened and clo.sed, the fiiiger.H twitching. 

’’Hem w'ite incus is atter—somebuddy—en dey say 
hit’s me," 'he muttered hoarsely. His oyes rolled 
toward the door, which, not having been haned after his 
entrance, swung slightly ajar. 

'■ Whut dey atter somebuddy for?" Neptune de¬ 
manded. Outside, in the wet night, the screech-owl 
cried. The sweet wind ilanced on airy feet in and out 
of the cypresses and tho gums, kissed them, stole their 
breath, and tossed it abroad odorously. Stars liad 
come out to keep the pale moon company, and a faint 
light glinted on wot glass and bushes. Crickets and 
katydids and little green tree-frogs kept up a harsh 
concert. And then, above all tho minor, murmuring 
noises of tho niglit arose another sound, very faint and 
far off, hut unmistakable and unforgettable—tho deep, 
long, bell note of a hound upon the trail. 

Tlio tlirco in the cabin stood like figures turned to 
stone in the attitude of listening. Jake's teeth chat^ 
tered audibly. He edged towuird the open door, but 
Neptune stepped in front of him. and flung up an arrest¬ 
ing hand. 

” Whut for?" His voice w’as like a whip-lash. 
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“ Somebuddy—done meddled wid a w'ite gal—een 
de cawn-field. En dey 'low—hit wuz me.” 

A gasp, as if his heai't luid been squeezed, came from 
Neptune. Of a sudden be seemed to grow in height, to 
tower unhumanly tall above the cringing wretcli he 
confronteil. His eyes narrowed into red points that 
bored into the other’s eyes, and j)lunged like daggers 
into his heart and mind. Before that glance, like a 
vivisectionist’s knife, Jake wilted ; he seemed to .shrink, 
dwindle, collapse. And witli a growing, cold, awful 
honor, a suspicion bo hideous that his mind revolted 
from it, Peter Champneys stoo<l staring from one black 
face to the other. 

“You—you-” Neptune gulped, strangling. A 

long, slow shudder, as of one confronting unheard of 
torture, went over his big frame. Tlie fringe of hair 
on his bald head rose, his beard bristled. Sparks 
seemed to shoot from his eyes, Imrning w ith a terrible 
dame. 

■' Da’ Ncpsbun-” Jake put out clawing, twitching 

hands. ” Doy’s—dey’s—gwine to git me.” His voice 
broke into a half-scream. 

” Whut you do hit for?” This from Neptune, in a 
heart-shaken, anguished, rattling wliisper. He asked 
no further questions. He had no doubt. Jake's rolling 
eyes had told him the unspeakable trutb. 

” I 'clah to Gawd, Da’ Nepshnn, I wuzn’t meanin’ 

no hahm—I never had no idea- She came down de 

cawn-fiel<l paff—wid de cow’ followin’ 'er—en—en—I 
don’t know whut mek me meddle wid dat gal. Seems 
lak hit wuz de debbil, 'stead o' me.” 

” Is de gal done daid?” 

” \as, 8uh, she done daid.” Jake rocked himself to 
and fro, muttering her name. 

Peter Champneys looked at the torn shirt-sleeve with 
the red stain upon it. The room shook and wavered, 
wind was in his ears. And the red of that girl’s blood 
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aot into lus evos, an.l lie saw Hunt's throu-li a bcavlet 
mist, riie most iiorrible uige he hiul ever experienced 
shook lum like a mortal sickness. Oh. God ! oh. Go<l 


oh. God ’ Tliat pu l! 

In the iiiornontary silence that fell upon that tragic 
room, a sound shivered. Ijong, slow, bcll-like. Xearor. 
It galvanized .Take into ten-or-stricken action. He 
started for the door. 

•' Dev il pit me. dey'll git me!" he croaked. 

i’oter would have flung himself upon the wretch, to 
reach for lus throat with hare hands ; hut something in 
Neptune’s face stopped him. Neptune’s bigness 
seemed to fill the whole viKun. He drew a deep breath, 
and with one movement jerked the door wide. 

• Run down de paff by de fowl-houpe,’’ he said 
sharply. " Den—hit’s de swamp for you." 

Peter turned sick. Was Neptune like all other— 
ni'O'crs? Hadn’t he the—proper sense of w’hat this 


devil hud done? 

.Take leaped for the door, cleared the steps at a hound, 
and was flying down the path. Nepluno took one for¬ 
ward step, filling tho doorway. He lifted the shot-gim 
to liis shoulder, .lust as the fugitive neared tho fowl- 
house, the gun spoke. The flying figure leaped liigh in 
the air. and then sprawled out and was .suddenly still 
and inert. Tho guiuoa-lieus set up a deafening pot- 
racking. and the cooped fowls wpiawked and flapped. 
Above all the noise they made rose the bloodhouiuPs 


note. 

It was done so quickly, it was so inevitable, that Peter 
could only stand and blink. Ho thought, sickly, that 
tlio very earth should shudder away from the soiling' 
touch of that appalling carrion. Rut the earth was the 
one thing that would receive Jake unprotestingly. He 
lay on liis face, his arms outflung, and from the gaping 
bole between his shoiilders a dark stream welled. The 
indifTorent earth, the uncaring grass, received it. The 
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wiD(l came out of the swamp on mincing feet and danced 
over him, and fluttered his torn sbirt-sleeve. 

Stonily, voicelessly, Neptune stood in the cabin door, 
staring at that which lay in the pathway. Then he 
lowered the smoking and leaned on it. His bald 
head drooped until his gray beard swept his breast, and 
his throat rattled like a dying man’s. Shudders went 
over him. And stonily young Peter Chamf)ney8 stood 
beside him, his boyish eyes hard in a deud-whilo fac’e, 
his boyish mouth a grim, pale line. 

“ Peter,” said the old man presently, in a thin 
whisper, ” I helped raise dat hoy. Wuzn’t sich a bad 
boy, neither. Used to sing en wissle roun' de house, en 
fetch water en fiah-wood. Chloe, she loved ’im. Used 
to say Ouah Fathuh righto in dis same room 'fo' be went 

to sleep. Ef I’d ’a' knowed- 

” En dat po’ lil w’ite chile’s daddy en mammy, (ley 
done raise ’er—used to say 'er prayers—en lafT en sing 

—en trus’ de Almighty Gawd-” 

He raised his sinewy arms and shook the gun aloft. 
"Ah, Gawd .Almighty! Gawd Almighty! Whab 
is You dis night? Whah is You?” cried the old man. 
And of a sudden he began to weep dreadfully ; heart¬ 
broken cries of pain and of protest, the tortured cries of 
one suffering inhumanly. 

“ And all this while God said not a word.” 

Shaken to the soul, full of sick horror, and loathing, 
and rage, Peter Champneys yet bad a swift, intuitive 
understanding of old Neptune; and as if through him he 
had caught a glimpse of the naked and sufTcring soul of 
the black people, the boy began to weep with him. 
With understanding merging into pity he crept nearer 
and put bis slender, boyish arm around the big, shaking, 
agonized figure, and the old man turned his head and 
looked long and sorrowfully into the white child’s face. 
He put out the big, seamed, work-hardenefl hand that 
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hiicl liiboured sinr^ it coulil hold ftn iniidenient to labour 
with, and laid it on the ol)ild’s shoulder. 

Then, bareheaded and empty-handed, Neptune sat 
down on his cabin stops to wait for what should hap¬ 
pen. and Peter Champneys sat beside him, the pin 
between his knees. Over there by the fowl-house lay 
.Take, a horrid blotch in the moonlight. 

Ihopently, ochoinf,' through the River Swamp, the 
luinting hounds set u[) their thrilling, deeivnumtlied 
belling. They were clo.sing in on their quarry and the 
nearness of it excited them. A few minutes later, and 
lu-re they w(>re. a pos.s3 of some thuty or forty mounted 
men struggling pell-mell after them. One great hound 
haped fonvard, sfno<l rigid hy that which lay in aheap 
in the cabin clearing, pointed his nose, and gave tongue. 
Other dogs bunched around him, sniffed, and joined in. 

T'lie mounted men came to an abrupt standstill, the 
horses, like the doga, hunching together. Neptune had 
risen and Peter Clianipnevs stood on the top step, his 
liead about level with the old man’s shoulder. He 
looked in vain for the sheriff; evidently, this was an 
indepenilent [lo.sse. One of the men rode up to the door, 
slioiiting to make himself hoard above the din of the 
dogs, and Peter recognized him. with a sinking of the 
heart—a tenant fanner named Mo-'^ely, of a violent and 
(jiiarrelsnine disposition. 

'■ Shet up them damn dogs!” he yelled. And to 
Neptune, savagely ; ' Now then, nigger, talk ! What’s 
been doin’ here?" 

It was Peter Champneys who answered. 

” Daddy Neptune’s been worried by sometliing or 
somebody stealing his fowls. He’s been on the watch. 
So when he saw that—that nigger over there running 
by the chicken-house, he just blazed away. Got him 
between the shoulder-hlades.” 

.\ yell, BO ferocious that Peter’s marrow froze, hurst 
from the posse, which liad dismounted. 
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“It’s him'” howled a farm-hand, and kicked the 
corpse in the face. “ What in hell did that big nigger • 
shoot him for, anyhow?” he roared. ” He d ought to 
be strung up himself, the old black—— And he 
cursed Neptune vilely. He felt swindled. There 
would be no burning, with interludes of unspeakable 
things Nothingbut senseless can ion to wreak vengeance 
upon. And all through a damned old meddling nigger s 
fault! A nigger taking the law into his own hands . 

Somebody, discovering Daddy Neptune s woodpile, 
had kindled a fatwood torch. Others followed his 
example, and the red. smoky light flared over enraged 
faces and glaring eyes of maddened men ; over the 
sweating horses, the baying dogs, and the black corpse 
with its bruised face. The guinea-hens, after their 
insane fashion, kept up a deafeniug polracking. flapping 
from limb to limb of the tree in which they roosted^ 
The indifferent swamp chorus joined in, katydids and 
crickets shrilling all the while. And over it all the moon 
went about its business; the awful depths of the sky 
were silent. The wind from the swamp, the night, the 

earth, didn’t care. t i • 

Somebody whipped out a knife and bent over Jake s 
body. A yell greeted this. Dogs and men moved con¬ 
fusedly around the thing on the {p'onnd, in a sort of 
demoniac circle upon which the hissing, flaring pitch- 
pine torches danced with infernal effect. Peter Champ- 
neys watched it, his soul revolting. He had no 
sympathy for Jake ; he felt for him nothing but hatred. 
He couldn't think of that gay and innocent girl coming 
down the corn-field path, unafraid—to meet what she 
had met—without a suffocating sense of rage. She had 
been, Peter remembered, a very pretty girl, a girl who, 
as Neptune had said, used to sing, and laugh, and say 
her prayers, and trust Almighty Go<l. 

But Peter was seeing now the other side of that awful 
cloud which darkens the horizon of the South the 
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brutp rnob-venjipaiice that follows swiftly upon the 

heeN of the iinpanlonnble sin. Then* must bo justice. 
But what was happening now wasn't justice. It was 
stark harharisin let loose. 

NepfiiiM-. who Iv.ul " helped raise” Jake, bad meted 
out to linn justice full and sure. He had avenged both 
the wronged wliite and the wronged black people. 
Peter looked at the men in the cabin clearing, and saw . 
tlie thing nakedly, and from both angles. For instance, 
consider Mo^ely, who had done things—with a claafv 
knife. .\nd that other man. the farm-hand, shifty-eyed 
and mean, always half drunk, a bad citizen : thrti would 
be sure to be foremost in affairs like thi«. They had 
precious little respect for the law as law. And here 
they w(‘rp, making the holy night indecent with bestial 
behaviour. Again a sick qualm shook Peter : Mosely 
was calmly putting four severed black fmgers into his 
coat pocket. Ob, where was the sheriff? Why didn’t 
the sheriff come? 

Peter caught a glimpse of a sliapeless, battered, gory 
mass under trampling feet. Maddened by the little 
Ibev W(*re able to accomplish, and with tlie torture-lust 
that is ns old as humanity itself roused to fury hy 
frustration, the posse turned front that which had been 
Jake, to old Neptune, standing motionless by his door* 
way. Nepttino had not moved or sp('ken since Peter 
had answeroil tlie posse's questions. He had not even 
appeared to hear the vile abuse heaped upon him. He 
was not in the least afraid for liis life : lie was beyond 
that. That which had happened, wliich was liappen* 
ing, had do.alt the stern, simple-hearted old man so 
mighty a blow that his faculties wore stunned. He 
couldn’t think. He could only suffer a bewildered, 
baffled torment. He stood there, dumb as a sheep 
before the slaughterers, and the sight of liis black face 
inaddeneil the men wdio were out to avenge a black 
man’s monstrous crime. 
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“Hang the damn nigger!" screamed Mosely, and 
the crowd surged forward ominously. You could see, 
by the shaking torch-light, faces in which the eyes 
glared wolf-like, brandished fists, glints of guns. 
Neptune, without a flicker of fear, regarded them with 
his sorrowful gaze. But Peter Champneys stepped in 
front of him, and thrust the cold muzzle of the shot-gun 
against Mosely's face. The man, a coward at heart, 
leaped back, trampling upon the toes of those behind 
him, who cursed him shrilly and vindictively. 

Then spoke up small Peter Champneys, standing 
barefooted and bareheaded, clothed in a coarse blue 
blouse and a pair of patched and faded denim trousers, 
but for all that heir to a long line of dead-and-gono 
Champneyses who had been, whatever their faults, 
fearless and gallant gentlemen. 

"Get back there, you, Mosely 1” Peter Champneys 
spoke in the voice his grandfather had on a time used 
to a recalcitrant field-hand. 

"Chuck that little nigger-lover in the swamp!" 

" Knock him down an' git the nigger, Mosely !" 

" Burn dow’n tho house I" 

But the shot-gun in that steady young hand held them 
in check for a breathing-space. They knew Peter 
Champneys. 

"Mosely!" snapped Peter. "You, too, Nicolson! 
Stand back, you white-livered hounds! First one of 
you lays a hand on mo or Daddy Nep gets his head 
blown off! Damn you, Mosely! don’t make me tell 
you again to get back 1" 

And Mosely saw that in tho boy’s eyes that drove him 
back, swearing. 

The huge farm-hand, who bad shifted and squirmed 
his way to the back of the crowd, now lifted his arm. A 
rope with a noose at the end snaked over the tossing 
heaxls, and all but settled over black Neptune’s. It 
slipped, writhing from the old man’s shoulder and down 
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his sliiit. The molt !k*( up a disappointed and yet 
hopeful howl. 

Try it again! Try it again!’' they shrieked. 
TIk'u a sort of waiting hush fell upon them. The 
fann-hand, to whom the rope had been tossed, was 
again making ready for a tlirow, measuring the distance 
with his eyes. Peter, his lips tightening, waited too. 
riio farm-hand was a tall man, and the posse had shifted 
to allow iiim space. His arm shot up, the noosed rojw 
whiz/ed forward. But even as it did so Peter C'lianii)- 
neys's trigger-finger moved. The report sounded like a 
clap of thunder, and was followed by a roar of rage and 
pain. The roiie-thrower, with the roi>e tripping his 
feet and impeding his movements, danced about wildly, 
shaking tho hand from which three fingers liad been 
cleanly clip{>ed. 

At lhat instant another posse rode up, with a baying 
t>l hounds to herald it. Ono saw the sheriff on a Ina'ge 
hay horse, a Winchester in the crook*of his arm. With 
a merest glauco at what had been Jake, he pushed his 
way through tho throng, and was confronted by Peter 
Champncye standing in front of old Neptune Fennick, 
witli a smoking sliot-giui in his hands. 

■■ You better do something, quick! If you let any- 
thiug happen to Daddy Nep, voiYve got to kill me first,'” 
punted Peter. 

He'd ought to ho sliot for a nigger-lover, Sheriff!” 
shouted the farm-hand. 

■■ All right. Do it. But you'll get yom- neck 

stretched for it! My name’s Champncijs," shouted - 
Peter. 

The sheriff moved restlessly on his bay. A Champ- 
neys had fed his parents. Chadwick Champneys had 
given Inrn his first pair of .shoes. The sheriil was stirred 
to tlie depths by tho crime that bad been committed, 
nnn no had no love for a uigger^ but_ 

He turned to tho menacing crowd. "Here, boys. 
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enough o’ this! The liglit nigger’s dead, and that’s 
all there is to it. No, you don’t do uo bangin’! I’m 
sheriff o’ this county, an’ I aim to keep the law. Let 
that old nigger alone, iMosely ! If that young hell-cat 
puts a bullet in your chitlin’s, it’ll be your own funeral." 

H© straightened in the .saddle, touched the rein, and 
in a second the big bay had been swung around to stand 
between Neptune and the white men. The muzzle of 
Peter’s gun touched the sheriff’s leg. 

Put that pop-pfun up, Son," .said he, turning his 
head to look down into the boy’s face. Their eves met, 
in a long look. 

" I knew that girl since she was bawn," ho said, and 
his hard face quivered. " Hell !’’ swore the sheriff, and 
the hand on his bridle .sliook. Ho knew old Nepttme, 
too, and in his way liked him. But it was hard for the 
sheriff, who had seen the dead little girl, to look into 
any black face that night and retain any feeling of 
humanity. 

" Yes, sir. I knew her, too," said Peter Cbainpneys, 
gulping. "But—I know Neptune, too. And—what 
happened—wasn’t bis fault. It’s got nothing to do 

with Neptune—and—and things that Mosely-" His 

voice broke. 

"Hell!" swore the sheriff again. And ho whis¬ 
pered, more gently. " All right, Peter, An' I rcckon- 
you better stay by the old nigger for a day or two until 
this thing dies down." After all, the sheriff thought 
relievedly, Neptune’s swift action, actuated by whatso¬ 
ever motive, had saved the county and himself from a 
rather frightful episode. Turning to the crowd, he 
yelled: 

"Get them dogs started for home I They’re goin’ 
plum crazy I Get on your hawse, Mosely 1 You over 
there, with your fist shot up, ride next to me. Mount, 
all o’ you I Mount, I say I No, I’ll come last. 

"What’s that you’re sayin’, Briggs? No, suh, not 
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by a damn-sight you won't 1 Not while I m sheriff o 
this countv an’ upholdin' law an order in it, you won t 
drag no dead nigger behind my hawse—nor yet in front 
of Ijini. neither ! Let the nigger lay where be is and rot 
—what’s left of him." 

" Do vou want us t-o bury—it?" quavered Peter. 

• Bury it or hum it. What the hell do I care what 
you do with it?" growled the sheriff. He s dead, 
tluifs all I got to think about." He ran his shrewd 
eyes over the po.<se, s;iw that not one straggler remained 
to do furtlHU' mischief, and drove them before him, willy- 
nilly. In five minutes the trampled yard was clear, and 
the sound of tlie horses’ hoofs was already dying in the 
distance. In the sky all other stars had paled to make 
room for the morning star. 

Peter and Neptune, left alone, looked at each other 
dumbly. A thing remained to be done. The sun 
mustn’t rise upon the horror that lay in the cabin yard. 
Neptune went to his small barn and trundled out a 
wheelbarrow, in which were several gunny-sacks, a 
|)ieco of rope, and a spade. 

Peter turned liis head away while the old man covered 
the tiling on tlie ground with sacking, rolled it over, 
floppily, and tied it as best he could. The sweat came 
out on thorn both as they saw the stains that spread on 
tire clean sacking. Neptune heaped the bundle into his 
wheelbarrow. At a word from him Peter went into the 
liouse and returned with a lighted lantern, for the River 
Swanij) was still very dark. The sun wouldn’t be up 
for an hour or two yet. Peter held the lantern in one 
hand, and carried spade and shot-gun over the other 
shoulder. In the ghostly light they cratered the swamp, 
every turn and twist of wliose wide, watery acreage was 
known to Neptune, and was fairly familiar to Peter. 
They had to proceed warily, for the ground was 
treacherous, and at any moment a jutting tree-root 
might upset the clumsy barrow. Despite Neptune’s 
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utmost care it lumped and swayed, and tie shapeless 
bundle in it shook hideously, as if it were trying to 
escape. And the stains on the coarse shroud grew, and 
spread. 

In a small and fairly dry space among particularly 
large cypresses Neptune stopped. At one side was a 
deep pool in whose depths the lantern wa.s reflected. 
About it ferns, some of a great height, grew thickly. 
Neptune began to dig in the black earth. Sometimes 
be struck a cypress root, against which the spade rang 
with a hollow sound. It was slow enough work, but 
the bole in the swamp earth grew with every spade- 
thrust, like a blind moth opening wider and wider. 
Peter held the lantern. The trees stood there like 
witnesses. 

Presently Neptune straightened his shoulders, moved 
back to the barrow, and edged it to the hole. Swiftly 
and deftly he tipped it, and the shapeless bundle slid 
into the open mouth awaiting it. It was curiously still 
just then in the River Swamp. 

When they emerged into the open, the sun was rising 
over a clean, fresh world. The dark tops of the trees 
were gilded by the first rays. Every bush wan liung 
with diamonds, the young grass rippled like a child’s 
hair, and birds were everywhere, voicing the glory of 
the morning. 

The old negro dropped his wheelbarrow, and lifted a 
supplicating face and a pair of gnarled hands to the 
morning sky. His lips moved. One saw that he 
prayed, trustingly, with a childlike simplicity. 

Peter Champneys watched him speculatively. He 
tried to reason the thing out, and the heart in his boyish 
breast ached with a new pain. Thoughts big, new, 
insistent, knocked at the door of his intellect and refused 
to be denied admittance. 

He thought it better to take the sheriff’s advice and 
stay with Neptune for a few days, bnt nobody troubled 
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tlie aoo<\ old man. The verdict of the whole county waa 
m hU favour. He went his harmless, fearless, laborious 
wav unmolested. That autumn ho died, and the cabin 
by the River Swamp was taken over by nature, who 
-ave it to her winds and rains to play with. Her leaves 
drifted upon its floor, her birds built under its shallow 

Nobody would live there any more. The negroes 
said the place was hatinted : on wild nights one might 
hear there the sound of a shot, the baying of a hound, 
and see .Take running for the swamp. 


CHAPTER V 

THE PURPLE HEIGHTS 

Emma Campbell had one of her contrary fits, and when 
Emma was contrary, the best thing to do was to keep 
out of her way. Her “ palate was down,” her temper 
was up; she’d had trouble with the Young Sons and 
Daughters of Zion, in her church, and hot words with 
a deacon who said that when he passed the cup Emma 
Campbell lapped up nearly all the communion wine, 
which was something no lady ought to do. And Cassius 
» had taken unto himself a fourth spouse, and, without 
taking Emma into his confidence, had gotten her to 
wash and iron his wedding-shirt for him. So Emma’s 
” palate was down,” and not even three toothpicks and 
two spoons in her hair had been able to get it up. Peter, 
therefore, took a holiday. He filled his pockets with 
bread, and set out with no particular destination in 
mind. 

At a tom in the Riverton Road he met the Red 
Admiral. 

He stopped, reflectively. Ho hadn’t seen the Admiral 
for some time, and it pleased him to be led l>y that gay 
adventurer now. The Admiral flitted down the River¬ 
ton Road, and Peter ran gaily after him. He led the 
boy a fine chase across fields, and out on the road again, 
and then down a lane, and along the river, and through 
the pines, and finally to the River Swamp woods. 
Peter came fleet-footed to Neptune’s old cabin, raced 
round it, and then stopped, in utter confusion and 
astonishment. On the back steps, with an umbrella 

beside her, and an easel in front of her, sat a young 
5 65 
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woman so busy getting a bit of tbe swamp upon her 
canvas tl.at she didn’t bear or see Peter until he wm 
upon her. Then she looked up, with her paint-brush 

in her hand. ... v 

■' Hello!” said she. in the friendliest fashion, , where 


did you come from?” 

Slie was a big girl, blue as to eyes, brown as to h^, 
and with a fresh-coloured, good-humoured face. Her 
glance was singularly clear and direct, and her smile so 
comradely that Peter took an instantaneous liking to 
her. IIo wondered what on earth she meant by coming 
hero, to this lonely place, all by berself. But she was 
making a picture, and his interest was more in that than 

in the painter. , , rrr 

" May I look at it, please?” he asked politely. He 

smiled at her. and Peter had a mighty taking smile of 


his own. 

'‘Of course you mayl’* said the laoy» geDially. 
Hands behind his back, Peter stared at the canvas. 
Then he stepped back yet farther, lifted one hand, and 
squinted through the fingers. The young lady regarded 
him with growing interest. 

•' Well, what do you think of it?” she asked. 

The young woman wasn’t a quick worker, but she 
was a careful one, and very exact. Unfinished though 
it was, the picture showed that; and it showed, too, a 
lack of something vital; there was no spontaneity in it. 

” I’ve itever seen anybody paint before, though I’ve 
always wanted to,” said Peter, and fetched an uncon¬ 
scious sigh of envy. 

” You haven’t said whether or not you like it,” the 
girl reminded him. 

”It isn’t finished,” said Peter. His eyes went to 
the familiar woods, the beloved woods, and came back 
to her canvas. ” I think when it’s finished it will be 
like a photograph,” he added. 

Claribel Spring—for that was the big girl’s name— 
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knew her own limitations; but to meet a criticism so 
exact and so just from a barefooted child in the South 
Carolina wilds wasn't to be expected. She took a 
longer look at the boy and thought she had never before 
seen a pair of eyes so absolutely, clearly golden. Those 
eyes would create a distinct impression upon people : 
either you’d like them, or you’d find them so strange 
you’d think them ugly. She herself thought them 
beautiful. 

“ You seem to know something about pictures, even 
unfinished ones," she told him comradely. " And may 
I ask who you are, and why and how you come fiying 
out of the nowhere into the here of these foremen 
woods?" 

" Oh, I’m only Peter Charapneys," said the boy with 
the golden eyes, shyly. " I hope I didn’t startle you? 
It’s my butterfly’s fault. You see, I never know where 
I’ve got to follow him, or what I’m going to find when I 
get there." 

" Your butterfly? You mean that Red Admiral that 
just whizzed by? He skimmed over my easel," said 
the young lady. 

" Is that his real name?" Peter ^as enchanted. 
" A black fellow with red on his coat-tails, and a sash 
like a general’s? Then that’s my butterfly 1" said 
Peter, happily. Ho smiled at the girl again, and 
finished, naively: " I owe that butterfly a whole heap 
of good luck 1"’ 

She told him she was spending some time with the 
Northern people who had lately bought Lynwood 
Plantation, a few miles down the river. She liked to 
prowl around and paint things. 

" And now," she asked, " would you mind telling me 
something more about that butterfly of yours? And 
where some more of the good luck comes in?" She 
was growing more and more interested in Peter. 

Peter dropped down beside the easel, his hands 
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clasped loosely betweeo his knobby knees. It seemed 
the most natinal thii^g in tlie world tliat he should find 
himself talking freely to this Yankee girl: it was the 
most natural tiling in the world that she should under¬ 
stand. So Peter, wlio as a rule would have preferred 
to be beaten with rods ratlior than divulge his feelings, 
told her exactly what she wished to know. This must 
be blamed upon the Red Admiral. 

She caught a sharp outline of the child’s life, poor in 
material circumstances, but crowded to the brim with 
thought and feeling and emotion, and colourful as the 
coast country was colourful. He had kept himself, she 
thought, as sweet and limpid as a mountain spring. 
He ^\■as wi-stful, eager, and mad to know things. Hik 
eyes went hack again and again, with a sort of desperate 
liunger in them, to tlie canvas on her easel, as if the 
secret of him lay there. The girl sat with her firm whit« 
chin in her firm white hands, and looked down at Peter 
with luir bright blue lankee eyes, and understood him 
as none of his own people had ever understood him. Sho 
oven understood what his innate reticence and decency 
lield back. Who shall sav that the Admiral wasn’t a 
fairv? 

V 

” I’d like to see that first little sketch,” she said, 
when he had finished. Her eyes were very sweet. 

For a second lie hesitated. Then he ro.^, went into 
the deserted cabin, and took from the cupboard a dusty 
bundle of papers—pieces of white cardboard, sheets of 
letter-paper, any sort of paper he had been able to lay 
his hands on. Riverton and the surrounding country, 
as Peter Cluimpneys saw it, unrolled before her aston¬ 
ished eyes. It was roughly done, and there were glaring 
faults ; hut there was something in the crude work that 
wasn t in the canvas on her easel, and she recognized it. 
She singled out several sketches of an old negro with a 
bald head and a white heard, and a stern, fine face 
innate with dignity. She said quietly ; 
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“You are quite right, Peter: the Red Admiial is 
undoubtedly a fairy.” And after a moment, studying 
the old man’s face: “He’s rather a remarkable old 
man, isn’t he?” 

Peter looked around him. On that terrible night 
- Daddy Neptune had stood just where the easel was 
standing now; over there by the tumble-down chicken 
house, Jake had fallen ; and the space that was now 
green with grass had been full of vengeful men and 
howling dogs and trampling horses. Peter took the 
sketch from her, looked at it for a long moment, and, 
as briefly as lie could and keeping himself very much 
in the background, he told her. 

Claribel Spring looked around her, almost disbeliev¬ 
ing that such a thing could happen in such a place. She 
looked at the quiet-faced boy, at the sketches, and shook 
her head. 

When she was ready to go. Peter helped jiack lier 
traps, picked up her paint-box and slung her folding- 
easel and cajnp-stool across his shoulder. Lynwood 
was some three miles from the River Swamp, and shall 
a gentleman allow a lady to lug her belongings that 
distance? 

"Miss Spring,” said Peter, anxiously, as they 
reached the porch of Lynwood, ” Miss Spring, do you 
expect to go about these woods much—bji yourself?” 

Why, yes! Nobody here has time to prowl wdth 
me, you see. And I can’t stay indoors. I’ve got to 
make the most of these w'oods while I have the oppor¬ 
tunity.” 

Peter looked troubled. His brows puckered. ” I 
wonder if you’d mind if I just sort of stayed around 
so I could look after—I mean, so I could watch you 
painting? May I? Please?" 

Claribel sensed something tense under that request. 
She longed to get at Peter’s thought processes. She 
was immensely interested in this shabby little chap who 
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made astonishing sketches and whose personality was so 
inti iguing. 

■■ Why, of course yon may, Peter. But would you 
mind telling me just irhy you want to come with me— 
aside from the painting?” 

Peter shifted from one bare foot to the other. 

‘ ‘ Becan.«e somebody's got to go with you,” he blurted 
flatly. ” Don’t the people here know you mustn’t go 
off like that, by yourself? There—well, Miss Spring, 
there are bad folks everywhere, I reckon. Our niggers ” 
—Peter's head went up—” are the best niggers in the 

world. Utit—sometimes- And—and-” He 

looked at her, tning to make her understand. 

Ciaribel Spring considered him. He might be about 
fourteen. His head just reached her shoulder. And 
he was offering to take care of her, to be her protector 1 
That's what his anxiety meant. ”Oh, you darling 
little gentleman !” she thought. 

” I see. And I'll be perfectly delighted if you cad 
manage to come with me, Peter,” said she, sincerely. 
'■ And listen : I've been thinking about those sketches 
of yours, while we were walking home, and I’ve got the 
nicest little j)lan all worked out in my mind. You shall 
take me around these woods, which you know and I 
don't. You’ll be my guide, philosopher, and friend. 
In return I’ll teach you what I can. You needn’t 
hotlu'r about materials: I have loads of stuff for the 
two of us. W'hat do you say?” 

It was so unexpected, so mnn^ellous, that an electri¬ 
fied and transformed Peter looked at her with a face 
gone white from excess of astonished rapture, and a pair 
of eyes like pools in paradise when the stars of heaven 
tremble in their deptlis. 

Ciaribel Spring was a better teacher than artist, as 
she discovered for herself. She had the divine faculty 
of imparting knowledge and at the same time arousing 
enthusiasm ; and she had such a pupil now as real 
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teachers dream of. It wasn’t so much like learning, 
with Peter ; it was as if he were being reminded of some¬ 
thing he already knew. He had never had a lesson in 
his whole life, he didn't go about things in the right 
manner, and there were grave faults to be ovei'como; 
but he bad the thing itself. 

She taught him more than the rudiments of tech¬ 
nique, more than the mere processes of mixing colours, 
more than shading and form, and perspective, and flat 
surfaces, and high lights, and foreshortening. She was 
the first person from the outside world with whom Peter 
had ever come into real contact, the first person not a 
Southerner with whom he had ever been intimately 
friendly. And oddly enough, Peter taught her a few 
things. 

Riverton learned that Peter Champncys had been 
engaged as a sort of fetcb-and-carry boy by that big 
Vermont girl who was stopping at Lynwood. They 
thought Miss Spring charming, when they occasionally 
met her, but when it came to trapesing about tiie woods 
like a gipsy, quite as irresponsible as Peter Champneys 
himself—“ Birds of a feather fiock together ” you know. 

Claribel Spring was just at that time passing through 
a Getbscmane of her own, and she needed Peter quite 
as badly as he needed her. Peter was really a godsend 
to the girl. Her quiet self-control kept anyone from 
discovering that she was cruelly unhappy, but Peter did 
at times perceive the shadow upon her face, and ho 
knew that the silence that sometimes fell upon her was 
not always a happy one. At such times he managed 
to convey to her delicately, without words, his sym¬ 
pathy. He piloted her to lovely places, he made her 
pause to look at birds’ nests, at comers of old fences, 
at Carolina wild-flowers. And when he had made her 
smile again, he was happy. To Peter that was the 
swiftest, happiest, most enchanted summer be had ever 
known. 
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It ended all too soon. He went up to Lynwood one 
mornin" to find Chmbol packing for a hasty depaiture. 
It was a new Ciaribel that morning, a Claribel with a 
rosy face and shining eyes and smiling lips. She had 
gotten news, she told Peter joyously, that called her 
away at once—beautiful news. The most wonderful 
news in the world 1 

She turned over to Peter all the material she had on 
hand, and gave him painstaking directions as to how he 
was to prex-eed, what he wa.s to strive for, what to avoid. 
And she said that when he had become a great man in 
the big world, one of these days, ho wasn’t to forget that 
she’d prophesied it, and had been allowed to play her 
little part in his career. Then she kissed Peter as 
nobody had ever kissed him except his mother, .^nd 
so she left him. 

Ho was turning fifteen then, and getting too big for 
the penny jobs Riverton had in pickle for him. Nothing 
better offering, he hired out that autumn to a farmer 
who fed his stock better than he did his men. Peter’s 
month .still twists wryly wlien he remembers that first 
month of heavy farm work. The mule was big and 
Peter wasn’t, the plough and the soil were heavy, and 
Peter was light. Trammell, the farmer, held him to 
his task, insisting that " a boy who couldn’t learn to 
plougli straight couldn’t learn to do nothin’ else straight, 
and he’d better learn now while he had the chanst.” 
Peter would have cheerfully forfeited his chance to 
learn to plough straight; but the .thing was there to do, 
and he tried to do it. 

Sunday, his one free day, was the only thing that 
mode life at all endurable to Peter. It was a day to be 
looked forward to all through the heavy week. Early 
in the morning, with such lunch os he could conie by, 
his worn Bible in his coat pHDcket and a package of paper 
under his arm, Peter disappeared, not to return until 
nightfall. The farmer’s overburdened wife was glad 



THE PURPLE HEIGHTS 73 

enougb to see bim go; tliat meant one lees for wiiom to 
cook and to wash dishes. 

All the week, after his own fashion, Peter had been 
observing things. On Sundays he tried to put them 
down on paper. He had tlie great, rare, sober gift of 
seeing things as they are, a gift given to the very few. 
A negro ploughing in a Oat brown field behind a horse 
as patient as himself; an old woman in a red jacket and 
a plaid bandana, feeding a flock of turkevs; a young 
girl milking; a boy driving an unruly cow—all the 
homely, common, ordinary things of everj'-dav life 
among the plain people, Peter, who bad been set down 
among the plain people, tried to crowd on his scanty 
supply of drawing-paper on Sunday in the woods. 

Peter had learned to draw animals playing, and birds 
flying, and butterflies fluttering, and folks working. 
But he couldn’t draw a decent living-wage for his daily 
labour. He was only a boy, and it seemed to bo a part 
of the scheme of things that a boy should be asked to 
do a man’s work for a dwarf’s wages. And the food 
they gave bim at the Trammell farmhouse was beginning 
to tell on him. Peter asked for more money and was 
refused with contumely. He asked for a change of diet, 
and was informed violently that this country is un¬ 
doubtedly going to the dogs when folks like himself 

think theirselfs too dinged uppidy for good victuals. 
Eat ’em or leave 'em !” 

Peter couldn t eat them any more, so he left them. 
He discharged himself out of hand, and went hack to 
Riverton and Emma Campbell with forty dollars and a 
bundle of sketches. 

The doctor in Riverton got most of the forty dollars. 
However, as he needed a boy in his drug store just then, 
he gave the place to Peter, who took it willingly enough, 
as he was still feeling the effects of bad food and heavy 
farm work. He learned to roll pills and weigh out lime- 
drops and mix soft drinks, and to keep his patience with 
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women who wanted only a one-cent stamp, and exjMJcted 
liim to lick it for them into the bargain. 

Grown into a «awky chap of sixteen, Peter didn’t 
impress people too favourably. They felt for him the 
instinctive di'^trust of the conservative and commercial 
miiul for the free and artistic one. The Peter Champ- 
iieyses of the world challenge the ideal of commercial 
success by their utter inability to see in it the real reason 
for being alive, and the chief end of man. They are 
inimical to smugness and to complacent satisfaction. 
Naturally, safe and sane citizens resent this. 

There was one |)erson in Riverton who didn’t share 
the general opinion that Peter Champneys was trilling, 
and that was Mrs. Humphreys. Mrs. Humphreys still 
tiihted that ice-cream and cake Peter had given to old 
Daddy Christmas on a hot afternoon. It was she who 
presently persuaded her husband to take Peter into bis 
hardware store, at a better salary than the doctor paid 
him. 

I'Lorybody agreed that it was noble of Sam Hum. 
phreys to lake Peter on. Of course, Peter was as honest 
as the sun, hut he wasn’t businesslike. Not to be busi¬ 
nesslike is the American sin against the Holy Ghost. 
It is far loss culpable to begin witli the first of the deadly 
sins on Sunday morning and finish up the last of llio 
seven on Saturday night, than to have your neighbours 
say you aren’t busines.slike. Had Peter taken to tatting, 
instead of to sketching niggers in ox-carts, and men 
ploughing, and women washing clothes, Riverton 
couldn’t have been more impatient with him. Artists, 
80 fur as the average American small town is concerned, 
are ineffectual persons, godless creatures long on hair 
and short on morals, men whom nobody respects until 
they arc decently dead. It disgusted Riverton that 
Peter Champneys, who had bod such a nice mother and 
come from a good family, should follow such examples. 

But Peter meant to hold fast to his one power, though 
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every hand in the world were against it, though every 
tongue shouted “ Fool,” though for it he should go 
hungry and naked and friendless to the end of his days. 
He wished to get away from Riverton, to study in some 
large city under good teachers. Claribel Spring had 
stressed the necessity of good teachers. Grimly he set 
himself to work to obtain at least a start toward the 
coveted end. 

By incredible efforts he bad managed to save one 
hundred and ten dollars, when Emma Campbell fell ill 
with a Diisery in tier legs. Although she had a conjure 
bag around her neck, a rabbit foot in her pocket, and a 
horseshoe nailed above the door, she was helpless for a 
while, and Peter had to hire another coloured woman 
to care for her. 

Emma was just on her feet when Cassius took it into 
his head to die. There was a confusion of husbands 
and wives between Emma and Cassius, but she mourned 
for him slirilly. What deepened her distress was the 
fact that in repudiating him his last wife had carried off 
all his small possessions, and there was no money left 
to bury him. Now, not to be buried with due and fitting 
ceremonies and the displayed insignia of some churchly 
Buryin’ Society is a calamity and a disgrace. Emma 
felt that she could never hope to hold up her head again 
if Cassius had to be buried by town charity. 

Peter Cbampneys hadn’t lived among and liked the 
coloured people all these years for nothing. He looked 
at big Emma Campbell sitting beside the kitchen table 
with her head buried in her arms, a prey to woe. Then 
he went to the bank and drew what remained of his 
savings. Cassius was gathered to his fathers with all 
the accustomed trappings, and Emma’s grief was turned 
to proud joy. But it another proof of the unbusi¬ 
nesslike mind of Peter Cbampneys. His small savings 
were gone; he bad to begin all over again. 

Decidedly, the purple heights were a long, long way 
off 1 



CHAPTER VI 

GOOD MORNING, GOOD LtJCK ! 

On a particular Sunday Peter Chainpneys was making 
for his fiivourite liaunt, tlic grjifis-growii clearing and the 
solitary and deserted cabin by tlie River Swamp. It 
was to him a place not of desolation but of solitude, and 
usually lie Hed to it as to a welcome refuge. But to-day 
his step lagged. The Divine discontent of youth, the 
rebellion against the l)rute force of circumstance, seethed 
in him headily. Here he was, in the lusty April of his 
days, and yet life was bittei* to his palate, and there was 
canker at the heart of the rose of Spring. Nothing was 
right. 

The coast country, always beautiful, was at its best, 
the air sweet with the warm breath of sunijner. The 
elder was white with flowers, and in moist places, where 
the ditches dipped, huge cat-tails swayed to the light 
wind. Roses rioted in every garden ; when one passed 
tlio little houses of the negroes every yard was gay w'ith 
pink crape-myrtle and white and lilac Rose of Sharon 
trees. .Vll along the worm-fences the vetches and the 
butterfly-pea trailed their purple ; everywhere the horse- 
nettle showed its lovely miik-w’hite stars, and the 
orange-red milkweed invifed all the butterflies of South 
Carolina tn come and dine at her table. There were 
swarms of butterflies, cohorts of butterflies, but among 
all the People of the Sky he missed the Red Admiral. 

Peter particularly needed the gallant little sailor’s 
heartening. It was a bad sign not to meet him this 
morning; it confirmed his own opinion that he was an 
unlucky fellow, a chap doomed to remain a nonentity, 
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one fitted for nothing better than scooping out a nickle’s 
worth of nails, or waapping up fifty-cent frying-pans ! 

He walked more and more w’earily, as if it tired him 
to carry so hea^■)’ a heart. I^ife was unkind, nature 
cruel, fate a trickster. One was caught, as a rat in a 
trap, “ in the fell clutch of circumstance.” What was 
the use of anything? ^^'hy any of us, anyhow? 

And still not a glimmer of the Admiral! At this 
season of the year, when he should have bec'n in evi¬ 
dence, it was ominoufily, significant that he should be 
missing. Peter trudged another half-mile, and stopped 
to rest. 

” Let’s put this thing to the teat.” he said to himself, 
seriously. ” That little chap lias always been my Sign. 
Well, now, if I meet one, something good is going to 
happen. Tf I meet two, I’ll get my little chance to 
climb out of this hole. If 1 meet three, it’s me for the 
open and the big chance to make good. And if I don’t 
meet any at all—wliy, I’ll be nobody but Riverton Peter 
Charnpneys.” 

He didn’t give himself the chance that on a time Jean 
Jacques gave himself when he threw a stone at a tree, 
and decided that if it struck the tree he'd get to heaven, 
and if it missed he’d go to hell—but so placed himself 
that there was nothing for that stone to do but hit the 
tree in front of it. Peter would run his risks. 

still no Admiral! It was silly; it was super¬ 
stitious ; it was childish ; Peter was as well aware of that 
as anybody could be. But his heart went down like a 
plummet. 


He had turned into the grassy road that led to the 
River Swamp. The pathway was bordered with sumac 
and saesafras and flowering elder and clumps of fennel 
and thickets of blackberry bramble. In clear spaces the 
tall candle of the mullein stood up straight, a flame of 
yellow flowers flickering over it. Near by was the 
thiotle, shaking its purple paintbrush. 
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Pet^r stop[)efl dead in his tracks and stared as il he 
weren't \viliinj> to believe his own eyesight. He went 
red and white, and his heavy heart turned a cart-wheel 
and danced a jij^ and bepan to sing as a young heart 
sliould. t)n the farthest thistle, as if waiting for him 
to come, as if they knew he must come, with their sails 
lioisleil over tlieir backs, were three Red Admirals! 

Peter dropped in the grass, doubled his long legs under 
him, and watched them, his mouth turned right side up, 
his eyes golden in his dark face. Two of them presently 
flew’ awav. The third walked over the thistle and tenta- 
tivoly flattened his wings to show his sasli and shoulder- 
straps. 

'■ (lootl morning, good luck ! You're still my Sign !" 
said I’eter. 

Tlio Red Admiral fluttered his w’ings again, as if he 
quite understood. He allowed Peter to admire his 
under wings, the fore-wings so exquisitely jewelled and 
enamelled, the lower like a miniature design-for an 
oriental prayor-rug. He sent Peter a message with his 
delicate, sensitive antennro, a wireless message of liope. 
Then, with his quick, darting motion, he launched him¬ 
self into his native element and was gone. 

The day took on new loveliness, a happy, intimate, 
all-pervading beauty that flowed into one like light. 
Never had the trees been so comradely, the gross so 
friendly, the swamp water so clear, so cool. 

For a happy forenoon he worked in Neptune’s empty 
cabin, whose open windows framed blue sky and gi*een 
woods, and wide, sunny space.s. He ate the lunch 
Emma Campbell hod fixed for him. Then he w-ent over 
to the edge of the River Swamp and lay under a great 
oak, and. slipping his Bible from his pocket, read the 
Thirty-seventh Psalm that his mother had so loved. 
The large, brave, grave words splashed over him like 
coo! water, and the little, hateful things that had been 
like festering splinters in his flesh vanished. There 
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were flowering bay-trees somewhere near by, diffusing 
their unforgettable fragrance; the flowering bay is the 
breath of summer in South Carolina. He sniffed the 
familiar odour, and listened to a redbird’s whistle, and 
to a mocking-bird echoing it; and to the fiddling of grass¬ 
hoppers, the whispers of trees, the quiet, soft movement 
of the swamp water. The long thoughts that came to 
him in the open crossed his mind as clouds cross the sky, 
idly, moving slowly, breaking up and drifting with the 
wind. A bee buzzed about a spike of blue lobelia; ants 
moved up and down the trunk of the oak-tree ; birds and 
butterflies came and went. With his hands under his 
head, Peter lay so motionless that a great brown water- 
snake glided upon a branch not ten feet distant, over¬ 
hanging a brown pool whose depths a spear of sunlight 
pierced. The young man had a curious sense of per¬ 
sonal detachment, such as comes upon ono in isolated 
places. He felt himself a part of the ono life of the 
universe, one with the whi.stling redhird, the toiling 
ants, the fluttering butterflies, the chirping grass- 
hopjjers, the great brown snake, the trees, the water. 
The earth breathed audibly against his ear. He sensed 
the awfulness and beauty of this oneness of all things, 
and the immortality of that oneness; and in comparison 
the littleness of his own personal exi.sfence. With 
piercing clarity he saw how brief a time he had to work 
and to experience the beauty and wonder of his universe. 
Then, healingly, dreamlessly, wholesomely, be fell 

asleep, to wake at sunset with a five-mile tramp ahead 
of him. 

Long before he reached Riverton the dark had fallen 
It was an evening of many stars. The wind carried 
With it the salty taste of the sea and the smell of the 
warm country. 

A light burned in his own dining-room, which was 
sitting-room as well, and a much pleasanter room than 
his mother had known, for books had accumulated in 
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if , lending it that not« books alone can give. He had 
abided a reading-lamp and a comfortable arm-chair. 
Emma Campbell's flowers, planted in anything from a 
tomato-can to an old pot, filled the windows with gay 
blos.soniR. 

Peter found his supper on a covered tray on the 
kitchen table. Emma herself had gone off to church. 
The Seventh Commandment had no meaning for Emma, 
sho was hazy as to mine and thine, but she clung to 
church membership. She was a pious woman, given 
to Htrenuons spells of “ wrastlin’ wid de Speret." 

Peter fetched his tray into the dining-room, and Iwid 
just touched a match to the spirit kettle, when a motor¬ 
car honked outside his gate. 

Peter’s house w’as at some distance from the nearest 
neighbour's, and fancying this must be a complete 
stranger to have gotten so far off the beaten track as to 
come down this short street which was nothing but a 
road ending at the cove, he went to his door prepared 
to give such directions as might be required. 

Somebody grunted, and climbed out of the car. In 
the glare of the lamps Peter made out a man a« tall as 
himself, in a linen duster that came to his heels, and 
with an automobile cap and goggles concealing most of 
hia face. The stranger jerked the gate open, and a 
moment later Peter was confronting the goggled eyes. 

" Are you,” said a pleasant voice, ” by gootl fortune, 
Peter Champneys?” 

"Well,” said Peter, truthfully, "I can't say any¬ 
thing about the good fortune of it, but I’m Peter 
Champneys.” 

The stranger paused for a moment. He said in a 
changed tone: "I have come three thousand miles to 
have a look at and a talk with you.” 

” Come in,” said Peter, profoundly astonished, ” and 
do it.” And he stepped aside. 

His guest shook himself out of dust-coat and goggles 
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and stood revealed an old man in a linen suit—a tall, 
thin, brown, very distinguished-looking old man, with 
a narrow face, a drooping white moustache, busby eye¬ 
brows, a big nose, and a pair of fine, melancholy brown 
eyes. He stared at Peter devouringly, and Peter stared 
back at him quite as interestedly. 

“ Peter Chanipneys : Peter Devereaiix Chanipneys, I 
have come across the continent to see you. Well! 
Here you are—and here I am. Have you the remotest 
idea who I am? what my name is?” Peter shook his 
head apologetically. He hadn’t the remotest idea. 
Yet there was something vaguely familiar in the tanned 
old face, some haunting likeness to somebody, that 
puzzled him. 

” My name,” said the ohl gentleman, ” is Cbainpneys 
—Chadwick Charapneys. Your father used to call me 
Chad, when we wore boys together. I’m his brother— 
and your uncle. Nephew — and glad to make your 
acquaintance. I'll take it for granted you’re as pleased 
to make mine. Now that I see you clearly, let roe add 
that if I met your skin on a bush in the middle of the 
Sahara desert, I’d know it for a Chanipneys hide. 
Particularly the beak. You look like me." Peter 
stared. It was quite true: he did resemble Chadwick 
Charapneys. The two shook hands. 

” But, Uncle Chad- Why, we thought- Well, 

sir, you see, we heard you were dead.” 

“Yes. I heard so myself,” said Undo Chad, 
serenely. ” In the meantime, may I ask you for a bite? 
I’m somewhat hungry.” 

Peter set another plate for his guest, and brewed tea, 
and the two drew up to the table. l£mma Campbell 
had provided an excellent meal, and Mr. Chadwick 
Charapneys plied an excellent knife and fork, remark¬ 
ing that when all was said and done one South Carolina 
nigger was worth six French chefs, and that he hadn’t 
eaten anything so altogether satisfactory for ages. 
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The more the voiiii” man studied the eltler inan'vS face 
the lK?ttcT lie liked it. Fi^iure to yourself a Don Quixote 
not horn in Spain hut in South Carolina, not clothed in 
alisurd armour hut in a linen suit, and who rode, not on 


Bosinanfo. hut in a motor-car, and you’ll have a fair 
enon^'h idea of tlie old gentleman who popped into 
IV'ter's house that Sunday nijiht. 

J’eter asked no questions. He sat back, and waited 
for such information as his guest chose to convey. Ho 
felt bewildered, and at the Siuue time happy. Ho who 
was so atom* of a sudden found that he possessed this 
ndalive, and if seemo<l to him almost too gi'od to he true. 


That the relative had never before notii-ed his existence, 


that lie was supposed to he a tnllei and a ne’er-d<vweel, 


didn’t cloud Peter’s joy. 


His relative put his feet on a chair, lighted and smoked 


a cutty, and presently unbosomed himself, jerkily, and 
with some reluctance. His wife Milly—and whenever 
he mentioned her name the melancholy in his brown 


eyes 4le<*pened—had been dead some twelve years now. 
n'h(*v had had no children. Ho had wandered from 
south to west, from Mexico and California and Yucatan 
to Alaska, always going to strike it lucky and always 
missing it. To the day of her death Milly had stood by, 
loyally, lovingly, unselfishly, his one prop and solace, 
his perfect friend and comrade. There was never, he 
said, anybody like her. And Milly died. Died poor, in 
a shack in a mhiing-town. 


He had done something of everything, from selling 
patent medicines to taking up oil and mining-claims. 
He couldn’t stay put. He really didn’t care what hap¬ 
pened to liim, and so of course nothing happened to him. 
That's the way things are. , 

Three years after Milly's death he had fallen in with 
Feilding, the Englishman. Feilding was almost on his 
last legs when the two met. and Champneys nursed him 
back to life. The silent, rather surly Englishman re- 
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fused to be separated from tbe mau who, he said, had 
saved his life, and tbe two struck up a partnershij) of 
mutual misfortune. They tramped and starved and 
worked together, until Feilding died, leaving to his 
partner his sole possessions—a mining-claim and a 
patent-medicine recipe. He had felt about down and 
out, the night Feilding died, for the Englishman was 
tbe one real friend he had made, the one person who 
loved him and whom he loved, after Milly. 

But instead of his being down and out, the tide had 
even then turned for Chadwick Chainpneys. His 
friendless wanderings were about done. The mining- 
claim was worth a very great deal; and the patent 
medicine did at least some of the things claimed for it. 
He took it to a certain firm, offering them two-thirds of 
the first and half of the second year’s profits for handling 
the thing for liim. They closed with the offer, and from 
the very first the medicine was a money-maker. It 
would always he a best-seller. 

And then the irony of fate stcppcMl in and took a hand 
in Chadwick Chainpneys’s affairs. The man who had 
hitherto been a failure, the man whose touch had seemed 
able to wither the most promising business sprouts, 
found himself suddenly pos,sessed of the Midas touch. 
He couldn’t go into anything that didn’t double in 
value. He wasn’t able to fail. Let him buy a barren 
bit of land in Texas, say, and oil would presently bo 
discovered in it; or a God-forsaken tract in the West 
Virginia mountains, and coal would crop out; or a 
huddle of mean houses in some unfashionable city dis¬ 
trict, and immediately commerce and improvement 
strode in that direction, and what he bad bought by the 
block he sold by the foot. 

Because he was alone, and growing old, Champneys’s 
heart turned to his own people. He learned that his 
brother’s orphaned son was still in the South Carolina 
town. And there was a girl, Milly’s niece. These two 
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were the only human beings witli whom the rich and 

lonelv man could claim any family ties. 

* * « 

Peter was so breathless witl> interest and sympathy, 
so moved by the wanderings of this old Ulysses, and so 
altogether swept oft' his feet by the irruption of an uncle 
into his uncleless existence, that he hadn’t time for a 
thought as to the possible bearing it might have upon 
his own fortunes. When, therefore, his uncle wound 
up ^^■ith, " I’ll tell yon, Nephew, it’s a mighty comfort¬ 
ing thing for a man to have someone of his own blood 
and name close to bis hand to carry on his work and 
fulfil his plans,” I’eter came to his senses with a shock 
as of ice-water poured down his backbone. He knew it 
wasn't in iiim to carry out any business schemes bis 
uncle might have in mind. 

“Uncle Chad.” said he, honestly, ” don’t be mis¬ 
taken about me. and don’t set your’heart on trying to 
train me into any young Napoleon of Finance. It’s not 
in me.” And he added, gently, ” I’m sorry I’m a dub. 
I’d like to plea.se you, and I bate to disapjwint you ; but 
you might as well know the truth at once.” 

Uncle Chad looked lnn» up and down with shrewd 
eves. 

” So'?” said he, and fell to pulling bis long moustache. 
” What’s the whole truth, Nephew? If you don’t feel 
equal to learning how to run a million-dollar patent- 
medicine plant, what do you feel you’d be good at, 
ney?” 

” I’m good in my own line ; I want to be an artist. I 
am going to be an artist, if I have to starve to death for 
it!” said Peter. He spread out hie hands. ” I have 
one life to live, and one thing to do 1” he cried. 

Oh, an artist! I’ve never heard of any Champ- 
neys before you who ha<l such a hankering, though I’m 
quite sure it’s all right, if you like it. Nephew. There’s 
no earthly reakin why an artist shouldn’t be a gentle- 
man, though I could wish you’d have taken over the 
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patent-mediciue business, instead. Have you got any¬ 
thing I can see?” 

Shyly and reluctantly, Peter began to show him. 
There were two or three oils by now ; powerful sketches 
of country life, with its humour and pathos; heads of 
children and of negroes; bits’of the River Swamp; all 
astonishingly well done. 

"Paintings are curious things; some have got life 
and some haven’t got anything I can see, except paint. 
There was one I saw in New York, now. I thought at 
first it was a mess of spinach. T stood off and looked, 
and I walked up close and looked, and still I couldn't see 
anything but the same green mess. But—w’ill you 
believe it. Nephew?—that thing was ‘The Woods in 
Spring’! Thinks I, they evidently boil their Woods 
in Spiing vip here, before painting ’em ! The things 
one paints nowadays don’t look like the things they’re 
painted from, I notice. I'm afraid these things of yours 
look too much like real thing.s to satisfy folks it's real 
art.—You sure the Lord meant you to be an artist?” 

Peter laughed. ” T'ni sure I mean myself to be an 
artist. Uncle Chad.” 

■’ Want to get away from Riverton, don’t you? But 
that costs money? And you haven’t got the money?” 

” I w’ant to get away from Riverton. But that costs 
mongy, and I haven’t got the money,” admitted Peter. 

” I see. Now, Nephew, when it gets right down to 
the thing he really wants to do, every man has some 
horse sense, even if he happens to be a fool in everything 
else. I’ll talk to your horse sense and save time.” 

Peter, in the midst of scattered drawings and of the 
few oils backed up against the dining-room wall, paused. 

“I could w'ish,” said his uncle, slowly, “that you 
were—different. But you are what you are, and it 
would be a w’asto of time to try' to make you different. 
You say you have one thing to do. All right, Peter 
Champneys, you shall have your chance to do it—with 
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a price-taj* attaclied. Ho you want to be what you say 
you want to bo liaid enongli to be willing to pay the 
price for it ?" 

“ You mean—to go away from here—to study? To 
SCO real pictures—and be a student under a real 
teacher?” I'eter’s voice all but failed him. His face 
went wliitc, and bis eyes glittered. He began to 
tremble. His uncle, watching him narrowly, nodded. 

" Yes. Just that. Eveiwthing that can help you. 
you shall havt'—time, teachers, money, travel. But 
first you must pay me my price.” 

Peter could only leati forward and stare. He was 
afraid he was going to wake up in a minute. 

” Let me see if I can make it quite clear to yo\i, Peter. 
You never knew Milly—my wife Milly. You’re not in 
love, Son, are you? No? Well, you won't he able to 
uiulerstiind—yet.” 

” There was my mother, ^r,” said Peter, gently. 

” I'm sorry,” said the other, just as gently. “I 
wish it had come sooner, the luck. But it didn’t, and 
I can’t do anything for Milly, or your mother. They're 
gone.” For a moment ho liung his head. 

■' But, Peter, I can do considerable for yoti, and I 
moan to do it. Only I can't bear to tliink Milly 
shouldn’t have her share in it. We never had a child 
of our own, hut there's Milly's niece.” 

“Oh. but of course, Uncle Chad! Aunt Milly’s 
niece ought to come in for all you can do for her, even 
before me,” said Peter, heartily, and with entire good 
faith. 

” You are your father's son,” said Uncle Chad, 
ambiguously. ” But what I wish to impress upon you 
is, that neither of yo>i comes before the other : you come 
together.” He paused again, and from this time on 
never removed his eyes from his nephew’s face, but 
watched him hawk-like. ” You will understand there 
is a great deaJ of money—enough money to found a 
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great American family. Why shouldn t that taimly be 
the Chainpneyses? Why shonidn t the Champneyses 
be restored to their old place, put where they lightfully 
belong? And who and what should bring this about, 
except you, and Milly's niece, and my money? 

“I’m afraid I don’t quite understand,” said Peter, 
and looked as bewildered as he felt. He wasn t a quick 
thinker. “ What is it you wish me to do?” 

Still holding his eyes. “ I want you to marry Milly's 
niece,” said Chadwick Cbampneys. "That's my 
price." 

“Marry? I? Oh, but. Uncle Chad ! Why.Idon’t 
even know the girl, nor she me ! I’ve never so much 
as heard of her until this minute !” cried Peter. 

” W^hat difference does that make? Men and women 
never know each other until after they’re married any¬ 
how’,’’ said his uncle, sententiously. “Peter, do you 
really wish to go abroad and study? Very well, then ; 
marry Milly’s niece. I’ll attend to everv’thing else.” 

“But why? My good God 1 why?” Peter’s eyes 
popped. 

“Nephew,” said his uncle, patiently, “ you are the 
last Charnpneys ; she is Milly’s niece—my Milly’s niece. 
And Milly is dead, and I arn practically under sentence 
of death myself. I have got to put my affairs in order. 
I'd hardly learned I was a very rich man before 
I also learned my time was limited. On high 
authority. Heart, Nepliew. I may last for several 
years. Or go out like a puff of wind, before morning.” 

Peter was so genuinely shocked and distressed at this 
that his uncle smiled to himself. The boy was a true 
Charnpneys. 

” There’s no error in the diagnosis, so I accept what 
I can’t help, and in the meantime arrange my affairs. 
Now, Nephew Peter, business man or artist, the Champ- 
neys’s name is in your keeping. You are the head of 
the house, so to speak. I supply the funds to refurnish 
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tl)e house, we’il say, and I give you your opportunity to 
do what you want to do, to tiiakc youi' mark in your own 
way. Fn exchange you accept the wife I provide for 
you, Wiien 1 meet ^^illy again, I want to tell her 
there’s soinehody of her own blood bearing oiy name, 
taking tlie place of the child we never had, enjoying all 
tile good things we missed, and enjoying them with a 
('hampneys, as a Chainpnoys. If there are to be 
Champneys <l)ildren, I want Milly’s niece to bear them. 
I won’t divide my money between two separate houses; 
it must all go to Peter (’liampneys and his wife, that 
wife* being Milly’s niece.” His eyes began to glitter, 
his mouth hardened. ” It is little enough to ask !” he 
i riod, raising his voice. " I give you everything else. 
1 do not ask you to chaiige your profession. I make 
that profession possible by supplying the means to pur¬ 
sue it. In payment you marry Milly’s niece.” 

His manner was so passionately earnest that the 
astonished boy took his head in his hands to consider 
this amazing proposition. 

” But how in heaven’s name can I study if I’m 
plagued with a wife?” ho demanded. ” I want to he 
foot-IoOBC !” 

All right. \ou shall l)e foot-loose, for seven years, 
let’s say,” said his uncle, (juietly. ” I reason that, if 
you aro ever going to be anything, you’ll at least have 
made a beginning within seven years! You’re tw'cnty 
now, are you not? When you marry my girl, you shall 
go abroad immediately. She’ll stay with me until her 
education is com{)leted. Your wife shall be trained to 
take her proi>or place in tijo world. On your twenty- 
seventli birthday you will return and claim her. I do 
not need anything more than the bare word of a Champ- 
noys that he’ll be what a man should be. MUly’s niece 
will be safe in your keeping. Well?” 

” Let mo think a bit. Uncle.” 

“Take until morning. In the meanwhile, plpase 
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help me get my car under shelter, anti show me where 
I turn in for the night.” Being in some things a very 
■ considerate old man, he did not add that he had found 
the day strenuous, and that his strength was ebbing. 

Peter, lying on the lounge in the dining-room, was 
unable to sleep. Was this the chance his mother had 
said would come? Wasn’t matrimony rather a small 
price to pay for it? Or was it? And—hadn’t he 
promised his mother to take it when it came, for the 
sake of all the Champneyses dead and gone, and for her 
own sake who had loved liim so tenderly, and believed 
in him against all odds? 

At dawn he stole out of the Itouse, and walked the 
three miles to the country cemetery where his mother 
slept beside hi.s father. He sat beside her bed, and 
remembered the cold hand that liad crept into his, the 
faltering whisper that prayed him to take his chance 
when it came, and to prove himself. 

If he refused this miraculous opportunity, there would 
be Riverton, and the hardware store, or other country 
stores similar to it, to the end of his days. No freedom, 
no glorious opportunities, no work of brain and hand 
together, no beauty wrought of thought and experience : 
the purple i>eaks fading into farther and farther dis¬ 
tances until they faded out of his sky altogether; and 
himself a sorry plodder in a path whose dust choked him. 
Peter shuddered. Anything but that! 

Mr. Chadwick Chanijineys was .sitting by the dining¬ 
room table talking to astonished Rmina Campbell, and 
stroking the cat, when Peter came swinging into the 
room. 

Well? ’ with a keen glance at his nephew's face. 

” Yes,” said Peter, deliberately. 

The old man went on stroking the cat for a moment 
or 80 , while Enima Campbell, the honiiny-spoon in her 
hand, watched them both. She understood that some¬ 
thing momentous [lortended. Not for nothing had this 
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slirew<l, iin|HHious old man whom she had known in his 
vootli as wild Chad Chani|)neys led Emma on to tell 
him all she knew ahout the family history since his 
ilepartiirc, years ago. When I'-mma had finished, 
Chadwick Champneys felt that he knew his nephew to 


the hone ; and it was Champneys bone ! 

■‘Tliank you. Nephew," said he. in a deep voice. 

' Voii’re a good lad. You won’t regret your bargain. 
I promise you that ." 

Ho turned to I'mina ('ampbcll : 

'• If mv breakfast is ready. I'm ready too, Emma." 
.\nd to Peter : " We were renewing our old acquaint¬ 
ance. Emma and I. while you were out. No[>hew. She 
hasn t changed much : slie’s still the biggest nigger 
and the best cook and the faithfullest friend in all 
Carolina.” 


Oh. go ’long. Mist' Chad ! W’ho you ‘speck ought 
to look after Miss Maria’s chile, ’ceptiu’ ole Emma 
Camphcll? Eawd 'a' mussy, ain't I wiped ’is uoso en 
dusled 'is britches sense he Imwn? Dat Peter, he 
belonged to Miss Maria en me. He’s we chile," said 
Emma C'ampbell. 

Over his cofice Mr. Champneys outlined his plans 
carefully and succinctly. Peter was to liold himself in 
readiness to proc.eed wliither his uncle would direct him 
by wire. In the meantime he was to settle his affairs 
in Itiverton. 

" Uncle Chad,” said Peter, to whom the thought had 
just occurred, " Uncle Chad, now that I have agreed to 
do what you wish me to do, W’hat is the young lady’s 
name'r* You didn't tell me." 

" Her name? WHiy, God bless my soul, I forgot, I 
forgot 1 W^cll! Her name’s Anno Simms. Called 
Nancy. Soon be Nancy Champneys, thank Heaven!” 
,\ud he repeated : ” Nancy Champneys! .^nno Champ¬ 
neys !” 

"Uncle,” said Peter, deprecatingly, '‘you'll under- 
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stand—I’m a little interested—excuse me for asking you 
—but what does the young lady look like?” 

Mr. Chadwick Champneys blinked at his nephew. 

'■ Look like? Vou want to know what Milly’s niece 
. looks like?” 

‘‘ Yes, sir,” said Peter, modestly. ” I—er—that is, 
the thought occurred to mo to ask vou what she looks 
like.” 

Mr. Champneys scratched the end of his nose, pulled 
his moustache, and looked unhappy. 

” Nephew Peter,” said he, ” do what I do; take it 
for granted Milly’s niece looks like any other girl—nose 
and mouth and hair and eyes, yo»i know. But 1 can’t 
describe her to you in detail.” 

"No? Why?” Peter wondered. 

” Because 1 have never laid eyes on her,” said his 
uncle. 

” Oh !” Peter looked thunderstruck. 

” I came to you first,” explained his uncle. ” I gave 
you the first whack. Now I'm going to see her.” 

“Oh !” said Peter, still more thunderstruck. 

“ I’ll wire you when you’re to come,” said his uncle, 
briskly, and got into dust-coat, cap, and goggles. A few 
minutes later, before the little town wa.s well awake, he 
vanished in a cloud of dust down the Riverton Road 



CHAPTER VTI 
\vm;iU': ihk koad dividkd 

Emma Cami'DEUj stooii in the middle of the kitchen floor, 
lips puriiod, eyes fixed on vacancy, a dish-cloth dangling 
from one hand, a carving-knife clutched in the other, 
and projected. And the more she projected about what 
was hapjiening in Peter’s house, tlie less she liked it. 
It liad never occurred to Emma Campbell that Peter 
might go away from Riverton. Yet now’ ho was going, 
and it liad been taken for granted that she, Emma, who 
(IS she said hud “ raised 'im from a puppy up’ards," 
wouldn't mind staying on here after his departure. 
Fetching a cold sigh from the depths of an afflicted 
bosom, lOmma moved snail-like toward the work in hand ; 
and as sho worked she howled dismally that nobody knew 
the trouble she saw’, " nobody knew' but you, Lawd.” 

When Peter came in to dinner, she addressed him 
with distant politene.ss as Mistuh Champneys, instead 
of the usual Mist’ Peter. When he spoke to her she 
accordion-plaited her lips, and stuck her eyes out at him. 
Her liead, adorned witli more than the usual quota of 
toothpicks, brought tlie <piills upon the fretful porcupine 
forcibly to one's mind. 

Nobody but Peter Champneys could or would have 
borne with Emma Cainphell’s contrary fits, but as 
neither of them realized this they managed to get along 
beautifully. Peter was well aware that when the car 
that had suddenly appeared in the night had just as sud- 
denly disappeared in the morning in a cloud of dust on 
the Riverton Road, Emma’s peace of mind had vanished 
also. Ho understood, and was patient. 
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She clapped a platter of crisp fried chicken before him, 
and stood by, eyeing liim and it grimly. And when 
hungry Peter thrust bis fork into a tempting piece, 
“ You know who you eatiu’?” she demanded pleasantly. 

Peter didn’t know whom he was eating ; fork sus¬ 
pended, he looked at Emma questioningly. 

“ You eatin’ Lula, dat who you eatin’,” Emma told 
him with grisly unction. “ Deiu’s de sarno laigs use to 
scratch roun’ we kitchen do'. Dat’s de same lovin’- 
hearted lien I raise fuin a baby. But, Lawd ! Whut 
you care? You’s de sort kin go trai>esin’ off by yo'se’f 
over de worl’. You dat uppidy dese days, whut you 
care 'bout eatin’ up po’ lil Lula? She ain't Pobody but 
us-all's chicken, nohow!” 

Peter looked doubtfully at ” po’ lil Lula's ” remains, 
and laid down his fork. Somehow, one can’t be keen 
about eating a loving-hearted hen. 

"But, Emma, we eat our chickens all the time! 
Y^ou’ve fried me many a chicken without raising a row 
about it!” he protested. 

” Who tol’ you dey wuz ours?” 

As Peter hadn’t a fitting reply in return for this 
ambiguous query, Emma bounced out of the dining¬ 
room, to return in a moment wdth the tea-pot; when 
Peter held out his cup, she poured into it plain boiling 
water. At that she set the tea-jx)t hastily upon the 
table, threw her gingham apron over her head, and 
plumped upon the floor with a thud that made the house 
shake. It frightened the cat into going through the 

wndow at a leap, taking with him all the flowers planted 
in tomato-cans. 

Emma, said Peter, severely, ” I’m ashamed of 
you I Take that silly apron off your head and listen to 
me. You know very well you aren’t being left to shift 
for yoiirBelf, You II be provided for better than you’ve 

ever been. Why, all you’ll have to do-” 

All I 11 hab to do is jes’ crawl into my grave en stay 
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(lore. I (lone raised ‘iiii fum de egg \ip, en now he’s 
got conil) en kin crow it’s tail-feathers over de fence en 
flv o(T wid ’itn ! Ah, Lawd! You done made ’em en 
\ uti knows whut roosters is like !” 

■■ Kinrna ! Look here, confound it!-” 

" W’ho gwinc look after 'im? I axes Y’ou fum my 
heart, who gwine do it? Never did hab no mo’ sense 
dan a rabbit widout I’s by, en now dey aims to tun ‘im 
loose ! Ah. Ijawd I” 

“ Emma, listen ! Emma, what the-” 

“ Dem furrin women'll do ’itn lak dem women done 
po’ old Cassius. Dcrj'll conjure 'itn I Kn widout I by, 
who gwin(‘ make ’im put one live frawg on ’is nekked 
stummick, so’s to sweat de speret o’ dat frawg een, en 
de speret o' dat conjure out? Nobuddy. Den he'll up 
en die. Widout one Gawd’s soul o’ 'is own folkses to 
put de coppers on 'is eyes en' tie up de corpse's jaws.— 
Ah linwd, ah Lawd !” 

" Oh, shut up, you old idiot 1 I’m not coming home 
to my meals any more, if this is how you're going to 
behave!" This from Peter, disgustedly. 

".Ain’t you, suh? All right, suh, Mistuh Champ- 
ncys, ynti's he boss. But I glad to my Gawd Miss Maria 
ain't yuh to see dis dayl" And Emma began to 
sniffle. 

Peter pushed his untouched dinner aside, and reached 
for his hat. He looked at Emma Campbell irefully. 

Damn 1" exploded Peter. 

Emma Campbell got to her feet with astonishing quickr 
ness, ran into the kitchen, and returned in a moment 
with another platter of chicken, rice, and gravy. 

” ’Yuh, chilo. Set down en eat yo' bittles. You 
ain’t called on to hab no hard feehn's 'bout chicken. 
’Tain'l none o’ ours, nohow.” Peter resumed his chatt 
and waived cross-examination. 

Mr. Champneys having come, so to speak, between 
dark and daylight, Riverton knew nothing about his 
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visit, for Peter hadn’t thought to inform them. This 
affair seemed so unreal, so improbable, so up in the air, 
that he dared not mention it. Suppose it mightn't he 
true, after all. Suppose fate played a cruel joke. Sup¬ 
pose Mr. Champneys changed his mind. So Peter, who 
had a hoiTor of talk, and writhed when asked personal 
questions by people who felt that (hey had a perfect 
right to know all about his business, kept strict silence, 
and enjoined the same silence ujx)n Eimna Campbell, 
who could be trusted to hold her tongue when bidden. 

Now, one siniply cannot remember the price of pots 
and pans and sheet-iron and ploughs and axe-handles, 
when one is living in the beginning of an astounding 
fairy story, when the most momentou.s change is im¬ 
pending, when one’s whole way of life is about to be 
diverted into different channels. The things one hates, 
like being a hardware clerk, for instance, automatically 
slide into the background when the de.^iro of the heart 
approaches. 

But Mr. Humphreys, who.se mind and fortune 
naturally enough centred in his hardware store, couldn’t 
be expected to know that the impossible had happened 
for Peter Champneys. He would hardly bo able to 
take Peter’s bare word for it. even if Peter should tell 
him : he didn t know that his absent-minded clerk really 
liked him, and longed to tell him that he was leaving 
Riverton shortly—be hoped for years and years—and 
was only awaiting the message that should speed his 
departure. Mr. Humphreys, then, cannot he blamed 
for complaining with feeling and profanity that of all the 
damidjits he had ever seen in his life, Peter Champneys 
was about the worst. Loony was no name for him, and 
what was to become of such a chump he didn’t know. 

^ II this thing keeps up, he’ll be drooling before he’s 
forty, and we’ll have to hire a nigger to feed him out of 
a pai>-Bpoon, said Mr. Humphreys, forebodingly. 

And in the meanwhile the days dragged and dragged 
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—two whole weeks of suspense and expectancy. On 
tho Monday of tlie third week the end of Peter’s w’aitins 
and of ^^r. Humjihreys’s patience came together. One, 
in fact, brought about the other. The jwstman who 
drove in with tho daily mail brouglU for Peter Champ- 
neys tlie yellow envelope toward which he had been 
looking with sucIj feverish impatience. 

He was really to go! The young man experienced 
that reeling, ec.static shock which shakes one when a 
long-delayed desire suddenly assumes reality. He stood 
with the telcgi’ain in his fingers, and stared about the 
dusty, dingy, uninteresting store, and saw as with new 
eyes how hopelessly hideous it really was ; and wondered 
and wondered if he were really himself, Peter Champ- 
neys, who was going to get away from it. 

At that moment stout old Mrs. Beach entered the 
store and w’addle<l up to liim. Mrs. Beach was a woman 
who never knew what .she really wanted, or if, indeed, 
she really wanted anything in particular ; but then again, 
as she said, she niiijht. She didn’t like to leave her 
house »)fton ; and when she did finally make up her mind 
to dress and go out, slu* popped into every store she 
happened to pass, on the chance that she nnV;ht want 
.something from it, and would thus save herself an extra 
trip to got it. She would say to a |x*rspiring clerk : 

■‘Now, let me see; there’s something I wanted to 
get from this store. I know it, because on Tues<lay lost 
something happened to put mo in mind of it—or was it 
Wedne.sday, maybe? I know it’s something I need 
about tho house—or muyhe the yard. You’ll have to 
help me out. I'ye got a poor memory, but you just sort 
of run over a list of things folks would be most likely to 
need and maybe you’ll hit on the right thing, and if it’s 
that I want, I’ll got it right now. Don’t stand there 
like a hitchiug-post, boy! Why can’t you suggest 
something, and help out a woman old enough to be your 
mother?” 
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If by some fortuitous chance you happened to hit upon 
an article she thought she might hapj)en to need, and it 
Huited her, she would buy it. But it never occuired to 
her to thank you for your help, or to apologize for the 
nerve-racking strain to which she subjected you. 

“Young man," said her testy voice in Peter’s ear, 
“ I’ve got to get something and I can’t remember what 
it is. You’ve got to help me. I can’t be wasting mv 
time at my age o’ life running around to hardware 
stores.’’ 

Peter thrust the miraculous telegram in his pocket, 
where he could feel it burn and tingle. Oh. it was true, 
it was true ! He wa.s going to get away from all this ! 

“ For heaven's sake, hoy, don’t stand there gawping 
at me like a thunderstruck owl! You know about 
everything you’ve got in this j^tore, don’t you? Well, 
then, Peter Champneys, hx)k about yon and see if you 
can’t light on wlmt I'm mo.st likely to need !“ 

Peter, mind on the telegratn in his pocket, did indeed 
look at the old lad^’ owlishly. Hazily he remembered 
certain gruelling, sweating half-hours spent in trying to 
discover what Mrs. Beach thought she niiglit want to 
buy. Hazily he looked from her to the littered shelves, 
and reached for the first object upon which his eves 
happened to fall. 

Yes in, Mrs, Beach. I reckon this is wliat vou’d 
niOHt likely need," said Peter, gently, and placed in her 
iiand a fine new muzzle, (Paris, maybe Rome; and 
I'lorencel Oh, names to conjure with ! And he should 
see them all, walk their historic streets, view immortal 
work, stand before immortal canvases, and sav with 
Correggio : “ And I, too, am a painter I’’) 

Oil, my dear Lord, save me from bursting wide 
open ! Why, you impudent young reprobate !’’ Mis. 
Beaclr’s outraged voice banished his dream. “For 
tuo pins, Peter Chanipneys, I’d take you across my 
knees and spank the seat off your breeches! I need a 
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nmz7le. do T ? I’m to ho insulted hy a little squirt that's 
just lojuiiin*’ to keep his ears clean ! Well! Girl and 
woman I'ye been dealing witli Sam Humphreys and his 
I'alhor before him, but from this day forth I put no foot 
of mine across this store d<ior !" All tlie while she spoke 
she brandished the muzzle at Peter and kept hacking 
him off itito si corner. 

Mr. Humphreys cnnie liunieclly out of liis oftice upon 
hearing the uproar, and sought with soothing sjx*ech to 
placate his irate old friend :hk 1 customer. But Mrs. 
Beach wasn’t to he placated. She went out of the door 
and down the street hke a hat ot) a windv day. 

4 4 

Mr. Humphreys watched her go, Then he turned 
an<l looke<l at Peter C’ham|»nev.‘i, ominously : 

'* Peter”—Mr. Humphreys, carefully restraining 
himself, spoke in low and dulcet tones—” Peter, I have 
tried to do my duty as a Christian man ; now I hayo to 
do it as a hardware man, and right liere is where you 
and T say good-bye. I have passed oyer,” said Mr. 
Hmiipbreys, swallowing hard, " your sending grayel to 
the grocer and a bellows to the minister by mistake : but 
tliis is the limit. If there is anybody advertising for a 
gilt-edged failure as a salesman, you go apply for the job 
and say T recommend you enthusiastically. 1 hate like 
the devil to fire you, Peter, but it’s a plain case of self- 
defence with me ; I have to do it. A'ou're fired. Now. 
Como on in the office,” said Mr. Humphreys, eagerly, 
” and I’ll pay y<Hi olT.” 

Peter slid his liand into his pocket and pinclied that 
precious slip of paper. Then he smiled into Mr. 
Hum|)hreyB’s empurpled visage. 

” Wliy, thank you, Mr. Humphreys,” said he, grate¬ 
fully. ” I know just how you feel, and I don’t blame 
you in the least. I ‘ve been wanting to tell you I bad to 
quit, and you’ve saved me the trouble.” 

Sam Humphreys knew that Peter Clmmpneys had no 
right to stand there and smile like that at such a solemn 
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rjionient. He should have appeared ashamed, down¬ 
cast, humanly perturbed ; and he didn’t in the least. 

“ I've been wondering ever since the first day I liirod 
you Iiow I was going to keep from firing you before 
nightfall. Now the end’s come. Say—suppose you "o 
on home, nglit now. Because,” said' Mr. Humphreys, 
softly, ” I miglitn’t be able to refrain from committing 
justifiable homicide. I’ll send you your salary to-night. 
Go on home. Please!” 


To his liorror, Peter Champneys of a sudden laughed 
aloud. It was genuine laughter, that rang true and''gay 
and glad. His eyes sparkled, and a dash of good red 
juinped info hi.s sallow cheeks. 

■■ Good-liye, then, Mr. Humphreys. And thank you 
for many kindnesses, and for real patience,” said Peter. 
He waved his hand at the dusty store in a wido-tlung 
gesture of ghnl far<;well. 


” Oh, rtiy God ! He’s run plumh crazy !” cried Mr. 
Humphreys, mopping liis hrow. ’• I always said that 
hov wasn’t natural !” 


Hut Peter, walking home in the bright afternoon sun¬ 
light, for the fir.st time in iiis life felt young and free 
and happy. He wanted to laugh, to sing, to shout, to 
skip, Emma Campl>ell was just bringing the wa.shed- 
and-dried dinner dishes hack into the dining-room when 
he bounced in. 


Emma, said lie, sticking bis tliuinbs into the arm¬ 
holes of his waistcoat, and beaming at her, “Emma, 

I in out of a job. Kicked out neck and crop. Fired 
thank God!” 


Emma stacked her dishes on the old deal dresser. 

” Is you?” 

“I sure am. And, Emma, listen. I—I’m sort of 
waked up. Even if things shouldn’t turn out as I hope 
they will, ril manage to go ahead, somehow. I’d get 
out, now, under any circumstances. Pike’s Peak or 
bust I” said Peter. 
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■■ When you specl; to ;ro?” 

■■ Just as Kjon as I can ;zet out. I’ni expected in New 
York within ton days at the latest. .And tlien. Enuiia, 
the wide uorld ! No more little-town tittle-tattle ! All 
I'vp jiot to do. in the big world, is to deliver the goods. 
And I'm going to deliver the g<K)dsr' said Peter. 

But Knnna Campbell put her grizzled head on the 
(ljning*rooin table and iH'gan to cry. 

“I missed you w en yon had de croup en de colic. 
I used to troiup up en down dis same flo’ wid you ‘dost 
my Khoulder. It was me dressed Mi.ss Maria de day 
she married wi<! yo’ pa. en it was me dressed ‘er for de 
coffin. Von en me been .stannin’ togedder ever sence. 
How I gwine stan' by my alonose'f now? I ole now, 
.Mist’ Peter." 

■■ Emma,” said Peter, after a pause, "tell me ex¬ 
actly wliat you want me to do for you and if I can I'll 
do it." 

" I wants to go wid you. I jes' natchelly ain’t gwine 
stiiy 'yuli by my alonese’f," wept Emma. 

I’cter looked at her with tlie sort of tenderness one 
must be born in the South to under.stand. Born in the 
last years of slavery, brought up in wild Reconstruction 
days, Emma couldn’t read or WTite. She wasn’t amen¬ 
able to diK‘i{>line. She was, as Cassius liad complained, 
“ho contrary she miis’ be ’flictcd wid de inoonness.” 
She wore a rabbit foot and a conjure bag and believed in 
ba’ntfi and hoodoos. But, as far back as he could re¬ 
member, Emma Campbell had formed a large part of the 
background of his life. He wondered just wliat he 
would have done if it hadn’t been for Emma, after his 
mother’s death. There slid into his mind the picture 
of a shabby youngster weeping over a clieap green-nnd- 
gold " Collection of Poetic Gems ” ; and he reached over 
and laid a brown hand upon a black one. 

" Well, and why not?" mused Peter. ” You stood 
by me when I liadn’t any money; why should you leave 
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nie the minute I get it? Bxit are you Rure you really 
want to go along, Emma? I’m going into a foreign 
country, remember. You won't be able to understand 
a word anybody says. You’ll be a mighty lonesome old 
nigger over there.” 

“ I can talk wid my cat, can’t I?” 

“Holy Moses! What, the cat, too?” Peter ran 
his hands through his hair, distractedly. 

Whah you goes, I goes. Kn whah I goes, dat cat 
goes. Dat cat’s we-all’s folks.” 

■■ Oh, all right,” wiid Peter, resignedly. After all, 
Emma Campbell and the cat tcere all the folks be had. 

He went to Charleston the next morning, in ac¬ 
cordance with the instructions his uncle had given him 
in their last talk, and the hank at which he presented 
himself treated him with distinguished consideriition. 
Peter heard for the fir.st time tlie ditlcet accents of 
^^oney. 

Like Mr. Wilfer in ” Our Mutual Friend.” Peter had 
never had anything all together all at once. When he 
had a suit his shoes were shabby, and when it got around 
to shoes his coat was shiny in the seams and his hat of 
last year’s vintage. He was boyishly delighted to buy 
at one time all that he wanted, but as made-to-order 
clothes w’ere altogether outside of his reckoning as yet, 
he bought ready-made. His taste was too simple to be 
e.ssentially bad, but yo«i knew he w’as a country boy in 
store clothes and a made tie. 

He had never been in Charleston before, and he 
revelled in the ineluctable charm of the lovely old town. 
No South Carolinian is ever disappointed in Charleston. 
Peter thought the city resembled one of her own old 
ladies, a dear dippiified gentlewoman in reduced circum¬ 
stances, in a worn silk gown and a mended lace cap aiid 
u cameo brooch. It might be against the old gentle¬ 
woman’s religious convictions to bestow undue care upon 
her personal appearance, but hers was a venerable, un- 
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foi'::!ettal>lo, and most boautiful old face for all that, and 
perliai)s t^ecause of it. She knew tliat the kinifdom of 
(rod is within ; and beinji sure of that, she was sure of 
heisell, serene, unpainte*!, unpretentious. 

Peter wandoreil by old wailed <rardens in wliicli were 
set wroueht-iron jiates that allowed tlic passer-by a 
^litiipso of Greenery and tlower.s, but prevented encroacli- 
meiits u|X)n family privacy. P>verv now and then o 
curviufT balustrade, a 'table, a window, or an old door¬ 
way of surpassing' cltarm made bis fin'jers itch for pencil 
and paper. Pie rellectod, witliout bitterness, tliat the 
doors of every one of these fine old houses had on a time 
opened almost automatically to a Champneys. Some of 
these folk were kith and kin, as Itia mother had remem¬ 
bered and they, perhaps, had forjjotlen. This didn't 
worry liim in the least; the real interest the houses liad 
for Peter was that this one Iind a picturesque ttarden 
^'afe, tliat one a d(M)r with a fan-lij^ht he'd like to sketch. 

He climho'I St. Micliael’s belfry stairway and looked 
over the i-ity, and toward the sea ; and later wandered 
throu;ib its historic chuiohyard. One very simple 
memorial held him lonfjest. because it is the only one of 
its kind arnon'; all those recoids of state honour and 
family pride, and seems rather to beloii'i to the antitjue 
(ireek and Roman world which accepted death as the 

final fact, than to a Carolina churchvard. 

% 

SAHAH JOHNSTON 
born in this province 
29th May 1G90 
Oicil 26tli April 1774 
In tho 84th 3 'car of her age. 


How lov’d how valu'd once avails theo not 
To whom related or by whom begot 
A heap of dust alone remains of Ibce. 

That covered the Champneysesj too. To whom re* 
lated or by whom begot, a heap of dust alone remained 
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of them. So much tor all human pride ! Peter left St. 
Michael’s dead to slumber in peace, and walked for an 
hour on the Buttery, and in Lejtare Street, where life 
is brightest in the ol<l city. .Ml good Charlestonian^ 
think that after the final resunection there may be a 
new heaven and a new earth tor others, l>ut for them¬ 
selves a house in Tjegare Street or on the Battery. 

Peter pre.sently reappcaied in Riverton, discreetly 
clad in his customary clothes, the habits of thrift being 
yet so firmly ingrained in him that he couldn’t easily 
wear his best clothes on a week-day. 

“Peter! A'ou Peter Champneys! Look here a 
minute, will you?" ^^rs. Beach called, as he was passing 
, her house. 

Peter stopped. His smiling countenance somewhat 
astonished Sirs. Beach. 

•• Peter, I’ve heard about Sam Humphreys firing you 
on account of me getting mad at >ou about that muzzle. 
Now. while I know itj my heart you’d have been fired 
about something or other, sooner or later, I do wisli to 
my Lord it hadn't lK‘en on account of me. Not that I 
don’t think you’ie an impudent young rapscallion, that 
never sets his nose inside a church door, and insults old 
women with muzzles. But I knew' your mother well, 
and T wisli it wasn’t on account of me Sam Humphreys 
discharged von.” There was real feeling in the testy 
old lady’s face and voice. 

” Don’t you bother your head about it one minute 
more, Mrs. Beach. All I’m sorry for is that I appeared 
to be impertinent to you, when I iiadn't any such notion. 
I was thinking about something else at tho time. So 
you’ll just have to forgive me.” 

“ I do,” said the old lady, mollified. After all, Maria 
Charnpneys’s boy couldn’t be altogether trifling ! ” Is 

wliat I hear true, that you’ie going away from Riverton? 
Folks say you’ve got a job in the city.” 

■' Yes'm, I’m going away.” 
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" J reckon it’s just as well. You’ll do better away 
from Riverton. You’ll liave to." 

Yes’in, I'll have to." agreed Peter. He held out 
his hand, and the old lady found herself wringing it, and 
wishing him good luck. 

.At home he found Ivmma (‘aniphell carefully pack¬ 
ing up all the worthless pluiuler it had taken her many 
years to collect, ^^’hen he had heartlessly rejected all 
slie didn’t need, she had one small trunk and a venerable 
carpet-bag. Everything else was nailed up. The house 
itsjdf was to he loiiked after by the town marshal, who 
was also the town real-estate agent. Peter was very 
vague as to his return. 

N'o railroad runs througli Riverton, hut the river 
steamers come and go daily, the town usually (putting 
work to foregather at tlie pier to welcome coming and 
speed departing travellers. All Riverton made it a 
point to he on liand the morning Peter Champnevs left 
home to seek his fortune. 

Peter never did anything like anybody else. There 
was always some diverting bit of individual lunacy to 
make his pnK'eedings interesting. This morning River¬ 
ton (li.seovercd that Emma Campbell was going away, 
too. Kinnia appeared in a black cashmere dress, a blue- 
aiui-white checked gingham apron on which a basket of 
flowers was embroidered in red cross-stitch, and a white 
bandana liandkerchief wound around her head under a 
res|>ectahle black sailor hat. Slie cairie<J a large. s(piarc 
cage that had oiu'e housed a mocking-bird, and now lield 
the Champneys big black cat. Laughter and delighted 
comments greeted the bird-cage, and her carpet-bag 
received almost as much attention and applause. River¬ 
ton hadn’t seen aliag like that since Reconstruction, and 
it made the moat of its opportunity. 

" Emma ! Aren’t vou afraid you’ll let the cut out of 
the bag?" 

Emma remained haughtily silent. 
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Emma, where you-all goin'? ’ 

"We-all gwine whah we "wine, dat's wbali we 
gwine.” This from Emma, succinctly. 

“What you goin' to do when you get there?" per¬ 
sisted the wu". 

“ Who, us? We gwine iio whut you-all ain’t know 
how to do: we gwine min' our owji business," said 
Emma, politely. 

“ Good-ljye, Peter! Don’t set tiie world on fire, old 
scout!” 


When the boat turned the bend in the river that hid 
the small town of his birth fro>n his view, Peter felt 
shaken as he had never thought to be. Good-bye, little 
home town, where the slings and arrows of outrageous 
fortune had rained upon him ! 

The boat swung into a side chaniu;! to escape a -sand¬ 
bar. She was in deep water, hut very close to tlje sliore, 
so close that he could see the leaves on the trees quiver¬ 
ing and shimmering in the river hrcc/.e and the late 
Slimmer sunlight. Over there, as the crow flies, lay the 
River Swamp, and Neptune’s gray, deserted cabin. 
U’hey had been bis refuge. No other place, no other 
w.oods in all the world could quite take their place, or 
be like tliein. And he knew there would be many a day 
when he must ache with liome-sick longing for the coast 
country, for the tide-water, and the jessamines, and the 
moon above the pines, and the scent of the bay in flower 
on summer nights. The world was opening lier wide 
spaces. But the Carolina coast was home. 

“ I wish," said Peter, and his chin quivered, “ I wish 
there were some one thing that typified you, something 
of you I could take with me wherever J go. I wisli you 
had a spirit I could see, and know." 

Out from the shore-line, w’here the earliest golden-rod 
was just beginning to show that it intended to blossom 
by and by, and the ironweed was purple, and tlie wild 
carrot was white and lacy, and tlie orange-red milkweed 
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was almiit ready to close her liouse for the seasou. came 
thiilerins with a quick, hold soreness the gallantest craft 
of all the fairy sjiil-boats of the sky, hovered for a hrijilit 
second over tlie steamer’s rail, and scudded for tho other 
sliore. 

Eetor (’hampneys straifihtencd his shoulders. Youth 
and cournjre and hope flashed into his wistful face, and 
l>rif^htened his eves that followed the Red Admiral. 


CHAPTER VIII 

CINDERELLA 

It wasn't a pleasant house, bein;' of a ilingy, bilious- 
yellow complexion, with narrow window eyes and a 
mean slit of a doorway for a mouth ; not sinister, but 
common, stupid, and uninteresting. If one should 
happen to be a house-psychologist, one would know that 
behind the Nottingham lace curtain.s looped back with 
soiled red ribl>ons, w’as all the tawdry, horrible junk that 
clutters such houses, even as mental junk clutters the 
minds of the people who have to live in tliein. One 
knew that the people who dwelt in that house didn’t 
know how to live, how to think, or how to cook ; and that 
if by any chance a larger life, a real thought, or a bit 
of good cooking confronted them, they would probably 
reject it with suspicion. 

The elderly gentleman in white linen w'ho made 
acquaintance with this particular house on a vc*ry sultry 
noon in early August, hesitated before lie rang the bell. 
He glanced over his shoulder at the hot, dusty street 
where a swarm of hot, dusty children were shrilling and 
shrieking, or staring at him round-eyed, dived into his 
pockets, fished up a handful of small change, whistled 
to ensure their greater attention, and flung the loin 
among them. While they were snatching at the money 
like a flock of pigeons over a handful of grain, the elderly 
gentleman rang the bell. He could hear it jangling 
through the house, but it brought no immediate re¬ 
sponse. After a decent interval he rang again. This 
time the door was jerked open, and a gill in a bungalow 
apron, upon which she was wiping her hands, confronted 
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him. She was a ven- young girl, a very hot, tired, 
perspiring, and sullen girl, fresh from a broiling kitchen 
and a red-hot stove. 

Slie looked at the caller suspiciously, her glance 
racing over his linen suit, his white shoes, the Panama 
hat in his luuid. She was puzzled, for plainly this 
wasn’t the usual applicant for hoard and lodging. Per¬ 
haps, then, he was a succes-sful house-to-house agent for 
some indispensable necessity—say an ice-pick that 
would pull nails, open a can and [>eel potatoes. Or 
maybe a religious l)ook agent. She rather 8us|>ected 
him of wanting to sell her Biblical Prophecies Eluci¬ 
dated by a ('hicago Seer, or something like that. Or, 
stay ; peiliaps he was a church scout sent out to round 
up stray souls. Whatever he might l>e, she was bitterly 
resentful of having been taken from the thick of her 
work to answer his ring. She wasn't interested in her 
soul, her hot and tired body being n much more imme¬ 
diate concern. Heaven is far off, and Itell has no terrors 
and less interest for a girl immured in a red-hot kitchen 
in a Middle Western town in the dog-days. 

If it .s a Bible, we got one. If it’s scwin’-machines, 
we ain t, but don’t. If it’s savin’ our souls, we belong 
to church reg'lar an’ ain’t interested. If it’s explninin*’ 
God. nothin’ doin’! An’ if it’s lack-pullers witli nail- 
files an’ cockscrews on 'em, you can save your breath,” 
said the girl rapklly, in a heated voice, and with a half- 
dry hand on the door-knob, 

Mr. Chadwick Clianipneys’s long, drooping mous¬ 
tache came uj) under his nose, and Ins bushy eyebrows 
twitched. 

I am not trying to sell anything,” he said hurriedly, 
in order to prevent her from shutting the door in his 
face, which was her evident intention. 

She said impatiently : " If you're collectin', this ain’t 
our day for payin', an’ you got to call again. Come 
next week, on Tuesday. Or maybe Wednesday or 

Vv 
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Thursday or Friday or Sattiday." The door began to 
close. 

He inserted a desperate foot. 

“ I wish to see Miss Simms—-Miss Anne, or Nancv 

Simms. Mv information is that she lives in this house. 

* 

I should have stated niy eiTaiul at once, had I been 
allowed to do so." He looked at the girl reprovingly. 

Before she could reply, a female voice from a ))ack 
region rose stiidently ; 

“Nancy! You Nancy! What in creation yon 
mean, gassin' this hour o’ day when them biscuits is 
hurnin’ up in the oven? Send that feller about his 
business, whatever it is, and you come tend to yours !“ 

The girl hesitated, and frowned. 

“ If you come to see .Anne Simms, same as Nancy 
Simms, I'm her—I mean, she’s me," said she. hur¬ 
riedly. " I got no time to talk with you now. Mister, 
but you can wait in the parlour until I dish up dinner, 
and whilst they’re eatin’ I’ll have time to run up and 
see what .you want. Is it partic’ler?’’ 

" Verv'.’’ 

“ Come on in an’ wait, then." 

"Nancy! You want I should come up there after 
you? Oh, my stars, an’ that girl Imoirx how partic’ler 
Poppa is about his biscuits; they gotta be jest so or lie 
won’t look at ’em, an' her gassin’ and him likely to raise 
the roof!’’ screamed the voice. 

“Oh, shut up! I’m coinin’," bawled the girl in 
reply. " Yon better sit over there by the winder. 
Mister," she told her visitor, hastily. “There’s a 
breeae there, maybe. You’ll find to-day’s paper an’ a 
fan on the fable." She vanished, and he could hear her 
running kitcLenward, and the shrieking voice subsiding 
into a whine. 

Mr. Chadwick Champneys slumped limply into a 
chair. Everything he looked at added to his sense of 
astonishment and unease. 
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The outride of the house hadn't lied : the inside 
tnatehed it. Mr. (.'hampneys found hiinsoU starinji a!\d 
belli}.; ^tal•ed at hv the usual crayon portraits of defunct 
iiu'iidKUs of the family—at least he hoped they were 
d«*fuiui -tlie man with a lonj; mule faee and neck 
whiskers: and oppo>ite him his spouse, with her hair 
worn like mustard-plasters on the skull. “ Male and 
female (reated He them." Placed so that you had to 
see it the moment you entered the door, on a whiti'-and- 
■.’old <-as»d draped with a silkoline warf trimmed with 
pink croclieted wheels, was a virulently coloured laud- 
senirti with a house of unknown architecture in the fore- 
oroiind, and m<ithor-of-pearl puddles outside the gate. 
Mr. (’hampneys studied those mother-of-pearl puddles 
'navelv. 'I'hev hurt his feeliims. So did the ornate 
}>«>lden-oak parlour set upholstered in red plush ; and 
the ru*' on the floor, in which colours fought like Kil¬ 
kenny eats; ami a pink vase with lar^e purple plums 
hunelicd on it; and the fi<iured wall-paper, and the 
unclean lace curtains, and the mantel loaded with pony 
plunder, and the clothespin hntterflies, the tissue-paper 
parasols, ami the cheap fans talked to tlie walls. It was 
a hot and dusty room. 'IMie .«nioll of had cookiii}!, of 
conniless miserahle meals eaten hy men whose diges¬ 
tion they would ruin, clung to it and would not be 
gainsaid. Mr. Cliarnpneys thought tlie best thing that 
could happen to such liouses would be a fire beginning 
in the cellar ami ending at the roof. 

His mind went hack to another house—an old white 
house in Soutli (’arolina, set in spacious grounds, with 
higli-ceilinged, cool, large rooms filled with fine old 
furniture, a few pictures, glimpses of brass and silver, 
largo w’indows opening upon lawns and trees and shrubs 
and flowers, a flasli of blue river, a vista of green mttishes 
molting into the cobalt sky. A stately, lovely, leisurely 
old house, typifying the stately, leisurely life that hod 
called it into being; both gone irrevocably into the past. 
Ho sighed. 
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He looked about this atrocious room, aud his jaw 
hardened. This, for Milly’s nieco! Poor girl, poor 
friendless girl! He had known, of course, that the girl 
was poor. He and Milly had been poor, too. But, oh, 
never like this! This was being poor sordidly, vul¬ 
garly. He had seen and suffered enough in liis time to 
realize how soul-murdering this environment might be 
to one who knew nothing better. He himself had had 
the memory of the old house in which he was born, and 
of low-voiced, gentle-mannered men and women ; he had 
had his fine traditions to which to hold fast. He retlected 
that he would have a great deal to make up for to Nancy 
Siinins! 

Tlie noon whistle had blown. People had begun to 
come in, men who.so first movement on entering was to 
peel off collars and coats. They barely glanced at the 
quiet, white-clad figure as tliey passed the open parlour 
door, but stampeded for the hasenieut dining-room. 
Mr. Chanipneys could hear the scraping of chairs, the 
rattling of dishes, the hum of loud conversation ; then 
the steady clatter of knivea and forks, and a dull, sub¬ 
dued murmur. Dinner was in full swing, a dinner of 
which boiled cabbage must have formed the pi^cc de 
resistance. 

Came a hurried footstep, and Nancy Simms entered 
the room. He was sitting with his back to the window ; 
she sank into the chair fronting him, .so that the light 
fell full upon her. 

She was strong and well-muscled, as one could see 
under the enveloping apron. Her hands bore the marks 
of dish-washing and clothes-washing and floor-scruhliing 
and sweeping. They were shapely enough hands, even 
if red and calloused. The foot in the worn, down-at- 
the-lieels shoe was a good foot, with a fine arch ; and the 
throat rising from the checked gingham it^iron was full 
and strong; her face was prettily shaped, if one was 
observant enough to notice that detail. 
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She was not prott}': not even pleasant. Her discon¬ 
tented face was liberally peppered with the sort of 
freckles tliat accompany red and rebellious hair; her 
mouth was hard, the lips pressed tightly together. 
Under dark, uncared-for eyebrow.s were grayish-green 
eya’<. their e.\piession made unfriendly by her habit of 
narrowing them. She had good teeth and a round chin, 
and her nose wojild have j)assed mu.ster anywhere, bju'o 
for the fact that it. too. was freckled. Unfortunately, 
one didn't have time to admire her good points; one said 
at first sight of her. “ Good heavens, what a disapee- 
nble girl 1 " And then : " Bless me, I've never seen so 
many perfectly unnecessary freckles and so much fight¬ 
ing-red hair on one girl 1” 

“ You'll ^lafta huriy," she admonished him, fanning 
herself vigoiwisly-Aj^tli a folded new8pa|>er. She wijied 
her perspiring face on lier arm, tilted back her chair, 
revealing untlarned stockings, and waited for him to 
explain himself. 

He handed her his card, and at the name Champneya 
a faint interest showed in her face. 

“ I had a aunt manied a feller by that name,” she 
volunteered. " Was you wishin' to find out somethin’ 
about him or Aunt Milly? Because if so I don't know 
nothin’ about him, nor yet her. I never set eyes on 
neither of ’em.” 

"I am your Aunt Milly’s luishand.” he told her. 
‘‘.And I have come to find out something about you." 

" It’s took you a long time to find your way, ain’t 
it?” Her manner was not cordial. 

“We will waive that.” said he. comjiosedly. “I 
here, and my visit concerns yourself. To begin 
with, do you like living witli your mother’s 6tei)-si8ter? 
That is her relationship to your mother and to mv wife, 
I believe?” 

"No: T don't Hke livin’ with no step-aunt, though 
she ain’t that, bein’ further off an’ na real kin. If you 
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want £o know why I don't like it, it’s all work an' no 
pay, that s why. First off, when I was too little to do 
anything else, I minded the children ah’ run errands an' 
washed doilies an' towels an’ stockin’s an’ sich, an’ set 
table an’ cleared table an’ washed dishes an’ made beds 
an’ emptied slops. Then I helped cook. Now I cook. 
Along with plenty other things. How’d you like it 
yourself?” Her tone was suddenly fierce. The fierce¬ 
ness of a strong and young creature in galling captivity. 

His wandering life had given him an insight into 
such conditions and eituations; and once or twice lie had 
seen orphan children raised in homes where they 

helped out. Chattel slavery is easier by comparison 
and pleasanter in reality. 

Before be could answer, “Nan-cyl You Nnn-cv ! 
Come on here an’ set them pie-plates ! My Gawd I that 
girl’s goin’ to run me ravin' crazy, tryin’ to keep her on 
her job ! Nancy!” 

Nancy looked at Mr. Clianipney.s speculatively. 

■■ Is what you got to say worth me tellin’ her to set 
them plates herself?” she asked. 

Well worth it, said Mr. Chainpneys, emphatically. 

She jumped for the door with cat-like quickness. Also, 
she lifted her voice with cat-like ferocity. 

‘■I’m busy! I can’t co-oine. Set'em yourself 1” 

■'Can’t come? What you doin’?” shrieked the other 
voice. 


T. * entertainin’ eoinp’ny in the parler, that’s what 
1 m doin’ ! It’s somebody come to see wie. An’ I’m 
goin to wait right hero till I find out what they come 

On tjio heels of that, Nancy .slammed the parlour door 
and sat down. 

Now say what you got to say, an’ don’t waste no 

time askin if I’m stuck on livin’ here with somethin’ 
like that!” 


4 4 


You wish, then, to leave your aunt? 
8 


t» 
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■■ She nin't no aunt of mine, T tell you. She aiu't 
nothin’ but my mother’s stepfather’s daughter by his 
fir.st wife. Sure 1 want to leave her. She took me 
because she needed a servant she didu t have to pay 
reg Inr wages to. I don t owe her nothin . Nor him, 
neither. He’s vvor.se'n her.” 

'■ They are not kind to you?" 

“ No. they ain't what you'd call kind to mo. But 
you ain t come here to talk al>out them, I take it. What 
was you wantin' to see me about. Mister?’’ 

■Suppose.’’ said he, leaning forward, "that you 
sliould 1)0 olVorcd, in exchange for this." his gesture 
damned the wliole room, "a beautiful home, travel, 
culture, ease, all that makes life beautiful; would that 
ofler appeal to you?" Ho looked at her earnestly. 

No housweork. no cooking? Clothes made for me 
especial? Not haiul-ine-downs an' left-overs? No kids 
to mind, neither day nor night?" 

" Housework? Old clothe.s? Minding children? 
Certainly not I I am not hiring a servant 1 What arc 
you tliinking of?’’ 

" I’m thinkin' of me, that’s what I'm thinkin’ of! 
I’m w’carin’ her old clothe.s on Sundays now. I hate 
’em. They look like her an’ they smell like her and 
they feel like her—mean an' ugly an’ tight. If I could 
ever get enough money o’ my own together, an' enough 

clothes-" she stopped, and looked at him with tho 

sudden ferocity that at times flashed out in her— 
"earned honest, though, and come by respectable,” 
said she, grimly, " then I’d get out o’ here an’ try some* 
thing else. I'm strong, an’ if I had half a chanst I could^ 
earn my livin' easy enough.” 

His jaw hardened. He couldn’t blind himself to the 
fact that ho was disappointed in Milly’s niece; so disap¬ 
pointed that he felt physically sick. Had be been less 
fanatical, less obstinate, less fixed upon his mono- 
maniacal purpose, he would have settled a sufficient sum 
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upon her, and pone his way. His disappointment, so 
far from turning him aside, liardened his determination 
to carry the tiling through. He had so acutely felt the 
lack of money liimself, tliat now, perhaps, he over¬ 
estimated its power. Whatever money could accom¬ 
plish for tliis girl, money should do. The zeal of the 
reformer gatliered in him. 

“ I wish,” he explained, ” to adopt you—in a sense. 
I have no children, and it is iny desire that you should 
bear the Champneys’e name—for your Aunt Milly’s 
sake. I propose, then, to take you away from these 
surroundings, and to educate you as a lady bearing the 
name of Champneys should he educated. You will have 
to study, and to work hard. You will have to obey 
orders in.stantly and implicitly. Do you follow me?” 

As far as you go,” said she, cautiously. ” Go on : 
I’m wailin' to hcyir moie.” 

Aside from yourself, I have but one close relative, 
my brother’s son. You two, then, aro to be my 
children.” 

” How old is he?” 

” About twenty.” 

■' But if you got a real heir, where do 1 come in?” she 
wondered. 

Share and share alike. He's mv nephew ; vou’ro 
Milly’s niece.” 

She reflected, a puzzled frown coming to her fore¬ 
head. 

You’re aimin’ to give us both a whole lot, ain’t you? 
But I ve found out nobody don’t get somethin’ for 
nothin’ in this world. Where's the nigger in the wood¬ 
pile? What do I do for what I get?” 

ion make yourself worthy of the name you are 
to bear. You place yourself unreservedly in the hands 
of those appointed to instruct—and—ah—form you. 
Make no mistake on this head : it will be fur from easy 
for you. ’ ’ 
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*' Nothin' 's ever been easy for me, first nor yet last," 
saiil Nancy Snnnis. " So t/mfe nothin’new to me. I 
want yon shouhl speak out plain. What yon really 
mean I'm to do?" 

For a moment the iron-willed old man hesitated; he 
rememborod younji Peter, easier, hopeful, cry’stal-clear 
younjf Peter, back there in South Carolina. He looked 
chnllen^dn^Iy and fiercely at the piil, as if his bold will 
meant to seize upon her as upon a piece of clay and 
mould it to his desire. Then. " I mean you’re to 
marry," ho siiid crisply. 

■■ Me? Who to? Von?" asked Nancy, blankly. 

"Mr!" ■»asped Mr. Chainpneys. "Are you de¬ 
mented?" 

"Well. then, who?" she asked, not unnaturally. 

And whv?" 

"The otlier heir. My nephew. Peter Ohampneys. 
Becauso s\ich is my will and intention," said he, peremp¬ 
torily and linuj'htily. bendinfi his eaple-lonk »ij)on her. 

" What sort of a feller is he? He ain't pot nothin’ 
the matter with him, has he?" 

.\ wild desire to slap Milly's niece came upon Chad¬ 
wick Chnm[)neys at that. 

"He is my nephew!" he said haughtily. "Why 
should he have anything the matter with him?" 

It occurred to him then that it mightn’t be such an 
easy matter to get a high-spiiited young fellow, with 
ideals, to take on trust this young female person with the 
red hair. He felt grateful that he had exacted a promise 
from Peter. The Champneyses- always kept their 
promises. 

" I’m wonderin’!" said Nancy, staring at him. 

" Why are you so bent on him an’ me marryin'? You 
say it’s just because you want it, but that ain’t no ex¬ 
planation, nor yet no reason. After aU, it's me. I got 
the right to ask why, then, ain’t I? You can’t expect 
to walk in unbeknownst an’ tell a girl you want she 
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should niaiTy a feller she’s never laid eyes on, without 
bein’ asked a few questions, can you?” 

Ho knew’ he must tr}’ to make it clear to her, as he had 
tried to make it clear to Peter. Peter, being Peter, had 
presently understood. ^Vhetller this girl would under¬ 
stand remained to be seen. 

” I wish you to marry, because, as I have already told 
you, you are my wife’s niece, and Peter is my brotlier's 
son. I have of late years become possessed of—well, 
let’s say a great deal of money, and I propose that this 
money shall go to my owm people—but on iny own con¬ 
ditions. These conditions being that it shall all be kept 
in the Champneys name. It is an old name, a good 
name, it was once a wealthy and an honoured name. It 
must be made so again. 1 say, it must be made so 
again ! There are but you two to make it so. The boy 
is the last, on my side ; and you're Milly’s. Milly must 
have her share in the upbuilding—as if you were her 
child. Now, do you see?” 

” Good Lord ! ain’t you got funny notions, though ! 
Whoever heard the beat? One name’s about as good 
as another, seern.s to me. IJiil seein' you’ve got the 
money to pay for your notions, them that’s willin’ to 
take your money ought to bo willin’ to humour ’em.” 
Nancy, in her way, had what might be called a sense of 
ethics. 

” You agree?” 

” Well, I just got to nsake a change, ATr. Champneys. 
I can't stand this place no more. If I was to say ‘ No ’ 
to you, an’ stay here, an’ have time to think it over, 
down ip that siz^Jin’ kitchen, w’ith lier squallin’ at me 
all day, I’d end up in a padded cell. If I was to leave 
just so, I’d maybe get me a job in a shop at less than I 
could live on honest. You see?” 

He nodded, and She went on sombrely : 

So I’m ino.st at the end of my tether. It’s real 
curious yon should come just now’, with me feelin’ that 
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(lospeiato I been minded to walk out anyhow an risk 
things. You sure that feller ain't got nothin’ ails him? 
Not crazy, nor a dope, nor nothin’?" 

" My nephew is perfectly normal in every respect," 
said Mr. Chainpneys, frigidly. 

•' What's he look like in the face?” she demanded. 

" Is he as ugly as me?" 

“ He is a gentleman," said Peter’s uncle, even more 
frigidly. " As to liis appearance. I believe he resembles 
me. At least, h«‘ looks like what I used to look like. ” 

" Well—I ve seen worse,” said she, and fetched a 
sigh. 

A sudden thought struck him. ” Perhaps,” he sug¬ 
gested, making allowance for the sentimentality of 
extreme vouth, " perhaps you have some notion about— 
or—ah—marrving for love, or something like that? 
There may he some young follow you think you fancy? 
Young people in your—ah—that is, in the circumstanoes 
to which you unfortunately have been subjected, often 
rush into ill-considered entanglements.” 

"In lovi' 1 Wlu>. me? Who with, for Gawdsako? 
Ono feller means just as much to me as another feller : 
they’re all alike,” said she. conternptuou.sly. “I just 
asked about liim for—for references. \ou know what 
yon’ro gettin', an’ I got a right to know what I'm 
gettin’.” 

" You have : so please remember that you are getting 
a considerable portion of the Champneys’s money for 
doing what you're told to do,” said be. 

" i never knew till you told me so that the Chainp- 
neyses had any money. But if it's there, I’m willing 
to do w'hat I’m told, for my share. Why not? There 
ain’t nothin’ better for mo, nowheres, nohow." 

" I am to understand, then, that you agree?" 

■' What else can I do but agree?" she asked, twisting 
a fold of her apron. 

Tlie parlour door opened with violence; a thick-set 
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man with a bald head and a red face, followed liy a 
shrewish, thin woman with pinched lips, appeared on 
the threshold. 

I s’pose,” said the woman, with elaborate courtesy, 
" we kin come in our own parler. Miss Simms? Has 
vou resigned j'our job that you gotta pick out the parler 
to set in whilst I'm doin' your work for you?” 

Nancy's visitor rose, and at sight of the tall old gentle¬ 
man an avid curiosity appeared iji both vulgar faces. 

“Mr. Champneys, this is the lady an' gentleman I 
live with and work for without wages. Mister an’ Missis 
Baxter. Mister an’ Missis Baxter, this gentleman is 
Aunt Milly’s husband, an' he’s come to see me ; an’ you 
ain't culled to show off the manners you ain’t got!” 

“ Well, why couldn’t you say who lie was at first, an’ 
have done with it?” grumbled the man. ” But no, you 
gotta upset the whole house ! She’s the provokin'est 
piece o’ flosli on the created eartli, when she starts, he 
explained to the visitor. 

■' To aggravate an’ torment them that’s raised her 
an’ kept her out of the asylum an’ fed an’ clothed an 
learned her like a daugliter, is what Nancy Simms d 
rather do than eat an’ drink,” supplemented Mrs. 
Baxter, acridly. 

Nancy snorted. Mr. Champneys said nothing. 

” Well! An’ so you’re poor Milly's husband !” said 
the woman, staring at him. ” You wasn’t so awful 
anxious to find out nothin' about her kith an’ kin, was 
you? Not that I’m any kin,” she added, hastily. 
■‘When all’s said an’ done. Nancy ain’t no real kin, 
neither. You an’ her’s only connected by inaniage, but 
bein’ as you have come at last, I hope she’ll have more 
gratefulness to you than she’s got for me. As you 
ain’t never done nothin’ bv her, an’ I have, slie’s sure 
to.” 

” You make me so sick !” Nancy, with her hands on 
her hips, glared at the pair. ” Anything you ever done 
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for mo vou piiid yourself for double. If voii don't owe 
me nothin', like you said this morniir, I don’t owo yon 
nothin', neither, so it’s quits. You’d oughta he filad 
I'm ftoin’." 

"Goin'? Who’s ^oin'? (join' where?" Mrs. 
Baxter's voice rose shrilly. " Now, ain’t it always so? 
Vou take a orphan child to your bosom an’ after many 
days it'll fjiow up like a viper, an’ the minute your 
back’s turned it'll spit in your face!’’ 

" Goin’, hey? Where vou ”oin’ to wlicn vou 1 : 0 ? ” 
demanded Mr, Baxter, hoarsely. 

*' She is <roin}» with mo," said Mr. Champnoys. The 
whole siti3ation nauseated him ; he felt that if he didn’t 
escape from that red-plush parlour very six)n, he was 
poinp to be violently sick. '' I am now in a position to 
look after mv wife's niece, and I propose to do so. 
From what I liavc heard from von Iwth, I should think 
vou wouhl he rather plad than sorry to part witli 
her.” 


” You won’t jiain nothin' hy raisin’ 
Nancy, in a hard voice. ” I’m ;ioin’. 
minds to that.” 


a row.” put in 
Make ijp your 


” Oh, you are. are. you, Miss Simms? That’s all the 
thanks I mighta expected from you, you red-headed 
freckle-face ! I sure liope he’ll get his fill of you before 
lie’s done 1 Walkin’ off like a nigger without n minute’s 
notice, an’ me with my house full of men coinin’ to their 
meals they’ve paid for an’ has to have !” 

"Hire another nigger an’ pay ’em somethin’, so’s 
they won’t quit without imtice, then.” suggested the 
girl, unfeelingly. 

"How you know this feller’s Milly ChampDeys’s 
husband?” asked Mr. Baxter. ” Who’s to prove it?” 

Nancy looked at him and laughed. But Milly 
Cliampneys’s husband said hastily: ” Let us go, for 
God’s sake ! If there’s a telephone here, ring for a cab 
or a taxi. How soon can you bo ready?” 
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“I can walk out bag and ba-ggage in ten minutes, " 
she replied, and darted from the room. 

The South Carolina Don Quixote looked at the sordid, 
angry pair before him. He felt like one in an ex-il 
dream, a dream that degiaded him, and Milly’s memory, 
and Milly's niece. 

“ If you wish to make any inquiries, I .sliall be at tho. 
Palace Hotel until this evening,” he told them. ” And 
—would a bundled dollars soothe your feelings?” 

The woman's eyes slitted ; the man's bulged. 

” You musta come by money since Milly died,” said 
Baxter. ” Yes, sure we'il take the hundred. We 
ain't refusin’ money. It's little enough, too, con- 
siderin’ all I done for that girl!” 

Mr. Champneyp counted out ten crisp hills into tho 
greedy hand, and the three waited silently until Nancy 
appeared. Champneys almost screamed at .sight of her. 
His heart sank like lead, and the task he ha/1 set for him¬ 
self of a sudden assiinied monuiii<*ntal proportions. 

” I ain’t took nothin’ out of this bouse but the few 
things belongin’ to my mother. You’re welcome to the 
rest,” she told the woman, briefly. The nian she 
ignored altogether. 

A cab rattled up to the door. In sihmee the aristo¬ 
cratic old man in wliite linen, and the red-headed girl in 
a cheap embroidered shirt-waist, a dark, shabby skirt, 
and a hat that was an outrage on millinery, climbed in. 
There were no farewells. The girl settled back, clutch¬ 
ing her hand-satchel. “Giddap,” said the driver, and 
cracked his whip. The cab rolletl aw’ay from the dingy, 
smelly house, and turned a corner. So rode Nancy 
Simms out of her old life into her new one. 
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rniCH-TAGS 

W FiF.N Mr. ('liadwick ('iKunjuioys had visualized to him¬ 
self Milly's niece, it had always been in Milly’s image 
and likeness—sweet, fair, hrave, merry, gentle and 
si l ong. Milly's niece, of course, would be companion¬ 
able. He would only have to put upon lier the finish- 
ing touches, so to sjieak, embellish her natural graces 
with a finer social polish. At the verv worst, lie hadn’t 
dreamed tliat anybody belonging to Milly could he like 
this red-headod Nancy. Perhaps, though, she would 
1)0 loss objectionable when she was properly clad. 

■' Drive to the best department store in town.” he 
told the rlrivcr, bricflv. 

Onct* in the store he summoned (he manager and 
liriefiy stated his needs. The young lady must be 
fiirni.shed with everything she needed, and'as quioklv 
as possible. She needed, it appeared, about everything. 

The shrewd young Jew looked lier over with his trained 

eves. 

% 

•‘Should you prefer our Mi§s Smith to proffer aid 
and advice? Miss Smith is an expert.” 

Mr. Champneys reacted almost with terror against 
Nancy Simms’s probable choice. 

Seo that the young lady gets the best you have; 

and make Miss Smith the final authority,’’ he said 
lu'ioflv. • ’ 

to 

At the end of two liour.s Nanev returned, the two 
clerks and the manager accompanying her. The store 
people were slightly flushed, Nancy herself sullenly 
acquiescent. For tlie first time in her life she hod had 
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the opportunity to buy enough clothes of her own, and 
yet she hadn't been allowed to choose what she reall> 
wanted. Gently but inexorably they had rejected the 
garments Nancy selected, smoothly insisting that these 
weren’t ‘‘just the thing” for her. They slid her 
intp quiet-coloured, plainly cut things that she wouldn’t 
have looked at if left to her own devices. It took their 
united tact, firmness and diplomacy, to steer Nancy 
over the reefs of what the manager called hired-girl taste. 

Nancy was .silent when she appeared before Mr. 
Chatnpneys in her new clothes. She thought that if 
she had been allowed to pick them out for herself, in¬ 
stead of having been hypnotized—” bulldozed ” is what 
she called it—into plain old dowdy duds by two shoi)- 
women and a Jew manager, she'd have gdven him some- 
thing for his money. 

Mr. Chainpncys, looking her over critically, admitted 
that the girl was at least presentable. l-'roin hat to 
shoes .she gave the impression of being well and carefully 
dres.sed. liut her aspect breathed dis.satisfaclion, her 
heal ing was ungraciousness itself; nor did the two 
women clerks, trained to patience, tact and politeness 
as they were, altogether manage to conceal their un¬ 
favourable opinion of her; even the clever, smiling 
young Jew, used to managing women shoppers, failed 
to hide the fact that he was more than glad to get this 
one off his hands. 

Nancy hadn’t taken time to eat her dinner before 
leaving tho Baxter house, nor liad Mr. Champneys had 
his lunch. They drove to lus hotel, both hungry, and 
had their first meal together. Nancy hadn’t been 
trained to linger over meals : one ate as much as one 
could get, in as short a space of time as possible. Mr. 
Champneys was grateful to a merciful Providence that 
he had ordered that repast served in his private sitting- 
room. 

Her hunger quite satisfied, she shoved her plate a.side, 
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sighed, stretched luxuriously, and yawned widely, like 
the healthy animal she was. 

What wc got to do now? Them women at the store 
said tlioy'd get the rest of iny things here, along with the 
travellin'-hags, in a coupla hours. I got a sw’ell suit- 
ease. didn’t I? And oh. them toilet things! But 
between now’ and then, what you want I should do?” 

It was then half-after four, and the train they were 
to take didn't leave until half-after seven. 

What wonld vo»i like to do?” he asked. 

" Can I go to the movies?” 

He thought it an excellent idea. It would give him 
some idea of the girl’s mental processes; the psycliology 
of tile proletariat, lie thouglit, could be studied to 
advantage in their reaction to the movies. 

He sat beside her for an unhappy hour while a famous 
screen comedian did the things with his feet and his 
backbone for which his managers paid him more in one 
year than the United States pays its Presidents in ten. 
.‘\t each impossible climax Nancy shrieked with laughter, 
the loud, delighted laughter of a pleased child. Her 
enthusiasm for the slapstick artist provoked him. but at 
tlio same time that gay laughter tickled his oars 
pleasantly. There’s plenty of good in a girl who can 
laugh like that 1 After the giimacing genius there fol¬ 
lowed a short drama of stage mother-love, in which the 
angel-child dies strenuously in his little white bed. 
Nancy dabbed her eyes, and blew her nose with w’hat 
her captious companion thought unnecessary vigour. 

Ain't it movin’?” 

” Yes. Moving pictures,” was the cold response. 
And to himself he was saying, defiantly : Well, what 
else could I expect? She's not a whit worse than the 
vast majority! She’s got the herd-taste. That’s per¬ 
fectly natural, under the circumstances. When I get 
her well in hand, she will be different.” 

” You don’t like funny things, an’ you got no feelin' 
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for sa-d things,” she ruminated, they left the theatre. 
In silence they walked back to their hotel. 

The bulk of her purchases had been sent from the 
store, and a huge parcel awaited her in her room. It 
enchanted her to go over these new posse.esions, to gloat 
over her new toilet articles, to sniff at the leather of Jicr 
travelling-kit. Tlie smell of new’ leather was always to 
linger subconsciously in Nancy's memory ; it was the 
smell of adventure and of change. 

They dined together in Mr. Champneys's sitting-room, 
although she would haAe preferred the public dining- 
rrwrn. Mr. Champneys was an abstemious man, but 
the girl was frankly greetly with the naive greed of one 
who had been heretofore stinted. She had seldom had 
w’hat she really craved, and at l>est she liad never liad 
enough of it. To he alIowe<l to order what and as much 
as she pleased, to be served first, to have her wishes 
consulted at all. was a new, amazing and altogether 
delightful exf)erience. Everything was brand-new to 
her. 

She had never before travelled in a sleeping-car. It 
delighted her to watch the deft |jorter make up the 
berths ; she decided that the |)eculiar eti(|nette of sleep, 
ing-cars required that all travellers, male and female, 
should he driven to bed by lordly coloured men in white 
jackets, and there left in cramped misery with nothing 
but an uncertain, nistling curtain between them and 
the world; this, too, at an hour wdien nobody is sleepy. 
Nancy wondered to see free white citizens meekly obey 
their dusky tyrant. She got into her own lower berth, 
grateful that she hadn’t to climb like a cat into an 
upper. 

She lay there staring, while the train wl^izzed through 
the night. This liad been the most rnoirtentous day of 
her life. That morning she had been the hopeless 
slavey in the Baxter kitchen, an unpaid drudge with her 
hand against every roan and every man’s hand against 
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liei^ She had heeu bullied and beaten, she had eaten 
lup^vin^'s, and worn cast-offs. Since her mother’s death 
^sho had known the life of an uncared-for child, the 
miniiiiuin of care measured against the maximum of 
labour sijueeml out of it. Until to-day her fate had 
been tlie fate of those who approach the table of Life 
with unshod feet and unwashen hands. 

And to-night all that was changed. She was here, 
Hying farther and farther away from all she had known. 
She wondered if slie were not dreaming it. Panicky 
at that, she sat up in her berth, pressed the button that 
turned on the electric light, slipped her new kimono 
aliout her and looked long and earnestly at the new 
clothes within reach of her hand. There they were, 
real to her touch; there was her fine new hand-bag; 
and most real of all was tlie feel of the money in it. 
Nancy fingered the money, thoughtfully smoothing out 
the bills. “ As soon as we are settled, you will have 
your allowance, and I shall of course provide you with 
a. chciiuo-book,” Mr. Champneys liad told her. ’’In 
the meanwhile you will naturally want money for such 
little things as you may need." And he had given her 
twenty fivo-dollar bills. She liad received the money 
dumhly. This had been the crowning miracle—for she 
had never in the whole course of her life had so much 
as one fivc-dollar hill to do as .she pleased with. She 
sat looking at the money, concrete proof of tlie reality 
of the change that iiad befallen her, and wondered, aud 
wondered. With a sigh of content she thrust the hand, 
bag under her pillow’, folded her kimono at the foot of 
her berth, sw’itched out the light and presently fell 
asleep. 

In his berth opposite hers, Mr. Chadwick Champneys, 
more sleepless even than Nancy, was tabulating his 
estimate of the young w’otnan he had acquired. It ran 
something like this: 

liooks : bad ; mny improve. 
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Manners; worse, must improve. Particularly in 
speech. 

Appetite: that ot the seventeen-year locust. Must 
be restrained, to prevent an early death. 

Character in general : suspend judgment until fm ther 
study. 

General summary of per.sonal appearance ; Nice teeth 
on which a little denti>try will work wonders. Not a 
bad figure, but doesn’t know how to carry herself; has 
a villainous fashion of slouching, with her hands on her 
hips. Plenty of hair, but of terrifying redness ; sullen 
expres.sion of the eyes; fiendish profu.'sion of freckles : 
may have to be skinned. Excellent nose. Speaks with 
appalling frankness at times but is not talkative. 

What must be done for her? ICvi rytliiug. 

He groaned, turned over, and after a while managed 
to sleep. Sufficient to tJie day was the red hair thereof ; 

he couldn t allord to lie awake worrying ahout to- 
inonow. 

He had long since decided upon New '^'ork as a resi- 

dence until all hi.s plans had matured. One had gioatcr 

freedom to act and far more privacy in so large a city. 

Ihey would stay at some quiet hotel until alter the 

marriage; then ho and Nancy would occupy the house 

he liad recently purchased, in the West Seventies, ft 

was a fine old house with a glimp.so of near-hy Central 

Park for an outlook, and what he had paid for it wouhl 

have purchased half Riverton. Ho wanted its large 

high^eihuged rooms to be furnished as the old liouso in 

Carolina had been furnished, this being his standard of 

all that was desirable. He w-ished for Peter’s wife such 

a background as Peter’s forebears bad known; and 

1 eter s wife must be trained to appreciate and to fit into 
It, that 8 ail! 

The New York hotel, with its deft and deferential 
servants who seemed to anticipate her wishes, its luxury. 

1 8 music, its shifting, splendidly dressed patrons, its 
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and glitter, filled Nancy with the same wonder 
that had fallen upon Aladdin when he found himself in 
the magic cave with all its treasures gleaming before 
his astouiuled. ignorant young eyes. 

She hadn't thought the whole world contained so 
tnany people as she saw in New York in one day. Fifth 
.\venue amazed and absorbed more than it delighted 
lier. The expressionless expressions of the women, 
their hand-made faces, their smart shoes, the way they 
wore their hair, the way they wore their clothes; the 
men's air of being well dressed, of having money to 
spend, of appearing importantly busy at any cost; a cer- 
tai[i pretentiousness, as if everything were shown at 
once and there were no reserve of power, nothing 
held in disciplined abeyance, interested her profoundly. 
She had a native .shrewdness. 

“ They’re just like the same kind of folks back home, 
but there's more of 'em here,” she decided. 

The huge ix)licemen she saw at every turn, lordly 
and massive monoliths rising su{>erbly above lesser 
humanity, filled her with the deepest respeet and ad¬ 
miration. The mere policemen in her hon>e town were 
to these magnificent beings as daubs to Titians, as 
pigmies to Titans. If in those first days the girl had 
been called upon to do the seven bendings and the nine 
knockings before tiie one Now York institution w’hich 
impressed her most profoundly, she undoubtedly would 
have singled ouUone of those mastodons a-bossing every¬ 
thing and everybody with -a prize-ham paw. 

She was cold to the Woolwortli Building, as indif- 
ferent to the Sherman monument as Mr. Chadwick 
Champneya was acridly averse to it, and not at all inter¬ 
ested in the Public Eibrary. The Museum of Natural 
History failed to win any applause from her; the 
Metrojiolitan Museum bored her intenninably, there 
was so much of it. Most of the antiquities she thought 
so much junk, and the Plgyptian and Assyrian remains 
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were so obviously the plunder of old gra^veyards that she 
couldn t for the life of her understand why anybod\ 
should wish to keep them above ground. 

ill'. Champneys explained, patiently. He wished, 
by way of aiding and abetting the education he had in 
view for her, to arouse her interest in these remains of 
a lost and vanished world. 

She stood by the glass case that contains the old 
brown mummied priest with his shaven skull, his long, 
narrow feet, his flattened nose and fleshless hands, ai^d 
the mark of the embalmer's stone knife still visible upon 
his poor old empty stomach. And she didn’t like him 
at all. There was something grisly and repellent to her 
in the idea that hving people should make of this potir 
old dead man a spectacle for idle curiosity. 

■ There was a feller in our town used to keep stuned 

snakes an monkeys an birds, an’ dried grasshoppers 

an bugs an things like that in glass cases ; but I never 

dreamed in all my born life that anybody’d want to 

keep dried people,” she commented disgustedly. “ I 

don’t see no good in it: it’s sickenin’.” Sim turneu 

her back upon mummied Egypt with a gesture of 

aversion. “For Gawdeake let’s go see somethin’ 
ahve! 


He looked at her a bit helplessly. Plainly, this youna 
person s education wasn’t to be tackled offhand ! Agree- 
ably to her wishes he took her to a certain famous shop 
filled at that hour with fashionable woiAen wonderfully 
poomcd and gowned. Here, seated at a small table, 
lingering over her ice-cream, Nancy was all observant 
©yes and ears. Not being a woman, however, Mr. 

Champneys was not aware that her proper education 
was distmctly under way. 

A day or two later he took her to the Bronx Zoo. 
Here he caught a glimpse of Nancy Simms thaf made 
^ pn^ up his ears and pal| bis moustache, thought- 
tujiy. He had discovered how appallingly ignorant she 
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waB. bow untrained, how undisciplined. To-day be saw 
bow really youn^' she was. She ran from cape to cage. 
Her lauphter made the cornera of bis mouth turn up 
symiiatlutically. 

' Tliere was something pathetic in her caper enjoy¬ 
ment. pometbinp so fresh and unspoiled in that laughter 
of hers tliat one felt drawn to her. When she forgot 
to narrow her eyes, or to furrow her forehead, or to screw 
up her mouth, she was almost attractive despite her 
freckles! Her eyes, of an apaty gray-green, were 
transfiarentiv honest. She had brushed the untidy mop 
of red hair, parted it in the middle, and wore it in a 
thick bright plait, tied with a black ribbon. She wore 
a simple mnhly blouse and a well-made blue skirt. 
Altogether, she looked more like a normal young girl 
than he had yet seen her. 

The 5:^00 enchanted her. She hurried from house to 
house. Once, she told him, when she was a little kid, 
a travelling-man had taken her to a circus, because he 
was sorry for her. That was the happiest day she had 
ever spent: it stood out bright and golden in her memory. 
There liad been a steam-piano hoohooing “ Wait till the 
clouds roll by. .Tenny.’* Wasn't a steam-piano perfectly 
grand? She liked it better than anything she’d ever 
beard. She'd long ago made up her mind that if she 
was ever really rich and had a place of her own, she’d 
have a big circus steam-piano out in the barn, and she’d 
play it on Sundays and holidays— hoo-hoo, hoo-hoo, hoo, 
hoo-hoo —like that, you know. 

And to-day reminded her of that long-ago circus day, 
with even more animals to look at 1 She had never seen 
as many different animals as she wanted to see, until 
now. She admitted that she sort of loved wild things— 
she even liked the smell of ’em. There was some¬ 
thing hi here—she touched her breast lightly—that felt 
kin to them. 

There was not the usual horde of visitors, that day 
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being a pay-day. A bearded man with a crutch was 
showing one or two visitors around, and at a word from 
him a keeper unlocked a cage door, to allow a young 
chimpanzee to leap into his arms. It hugged hitiT, 
exhibiting extravagant affection ; it thrust out its 
absurd muzzle to kiss his cheek, and patted him with 
its snjall, leathery, unpleasantly human hands. 

Its just like any other baby," said the ke<'per, 
petting it. 

"I sure hope it ain't like any i’ll ever have," said 
Nancy, so naively that the man with the crutch laughed. 
He looked at her keenly, 

" Go over and see the baby lion," he suggested; and 
he added, smiling, " It’s got red hair." 

" It can afford to have red hair, so long as it's a lion," 
said Nancy, sturdily ; and she added, reflectively : " I’d 
any day rather have me a lion-child with red hair, than 
a monkey-child with any kind of hair." 

iSomehow that blunt comment pleased Mr. Cham]>- 
neys. When ho took his charge back to their hotel that 
evening, it was with something like a glimmering of real 
hope in his heart. 

The next day, as he joined her at lunch, he said 
casually : 

I had a message from my nephew this morning. 
He will be here in a few days." 

She turned pale; the hand that held her fork began 
to .tremble. 

Is it—soon?” she asked, almost inaudibly. 

"The sooner the better. I think we’d better have 
It here, in our sitting-room, say at noon on Wednesday. 
Don’t be scared,” be added, kindly. " All you have to 

do IS just to stand still and say, ‘I will ’ at the right 
moment.” 

” An'—an' then?” 

" My nephew's boat sails at about two. He drives 
to the pier. You and I go to our apartment, until our 
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own house is ready for us. You see how nicely it’s 
all arranged.” 

■■ I ain't—I mean. I don’t have to see him nor talk 
lo him before, do I?" She looked panic-stricken. 
” Because I won’t! I can’t! There’s some things I 
just can’t stummick, an’ meetin’ that feller before the 
very last minute I got to do it, is one of 'em.” 

” Of coarse, of course! You shan’t meet him until 
the very last minute. Though he’s a mighty nice chap, 
tny nei)hew Peter is—a mighty nice chap.” 

He must be! We’re l>oth of us a mighty nice pair, 
ain’t we? Him goin’ one way an’ me goin’ another 
way, all by our lonesomes!” 

” The arrangement does not suit you?” he inquired 
politely. 

” Oh, it suits me all right,” she said, after a moment. 
” I said I'd do what I was told, an’ I’ll do it—I ain’t the 
sort backs down. But I ain’t none too anxious to get 
any better acquainted with this feller than what I am 
right now. I ain't sttick on men, noways.” 

” You are only sixteen, niy dear,” ho reminded 
her. 

"Women know as much about men when they’re 
sixteen as they do when they're sixty,” said she, 
coldly. "There ain't but one thing to believe about 
'em—an’ that is, you best not believe any of ’em.” 

"I hope,” said he. .stiffly, "that you have no just 
cause to disbelieve me. Nancy? Have I been unkind 
to you?” 

” It ain’t me you’re either kind or yet unkind to,’- 
she told him. ” It’s Aunt Milly’a niece : you’re a little 
crazy on that bead, I guess. It’s Aunt Milly’s niece 
you aim to marry to that nephew of yours. If I was 
just me myself without bein’ any kin to her, you 
wouldn't wipe your old shoes on me.” She gave him a 
clear, level look. ” Tjct's don’t have any lies about this 
thing,” she begged. "I'm a poor hand for lies. I 
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know, and I want you should know I know, and deal 
with me honest.” 

She surprised him. Her next question surprised him 
even more. 

“What about my weddin’-dress?” she demanded. 
” I got nothin’ fittin’ to be married in.” 

” I should think a plain, tailored suit-” he began. 

“Then you got another think cornin’ to you,” she 
said, in a hard voice. ” I got nothin’ to do with pickin’ 
out the groom : you fixed that to suit yourself. But I 
don’t let no man alive pick out my dress. I want a 
weddin’-dress. I want one I want myself. I want it 
should be white satin an’ real bride-like. I’ve saw 
pictures of brides, an’ I know what’s due ’em. I ain’t 
goin’ to resemble just me myself, standiu’ up to be 
man’ied in a coat-suit you get some fioor-walker to pick 
out for me. White satin or nothin’. An’ a veil and 
white satin slippers.” 

He looked at her helplessly. "White satin, my 
dear? And a veil?" 

“Yes, sir. An' a shower bokay,” said she, firmly. 

” I got to insist on the shower bokay. If I got to be 
a bride I'll be my kind of bride and not yours.” 

” My dear child, of course, of course. You shall 
choose your own frock,” said he, hastily. “Only- 
under the circumstances, I can’t help thinking that 
something plain, something quite plain and simple, 
would be more in keeping." 

With me? ’Twouldn’t, neither. It’d be some- 
thing fierce, an’ I won’t stand for it. I don’t mind bein' 
bi^ie(^in somethin’ plain, but I won’t get married in it. 
Ain t it hard enough as it is, without me havin’ to feel 
more horrid than what I do already? I want something 
to make me feel better about it, and there ain’t anything 
can do that except it’s a dress I want myself." 

Mr. Champneys capitulated, horse and foot. 

"We will go to some good shop immediately after 
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lunch, and you sliall choose your own wedding-dress," 
he {iroimsed, resignedly, maivelling at the psychology 
of women. 

It was a very fine forenoon, witli a liint of coming 
autumn in the air. Even an imminent bride^oora 
couldn’t altogether dampen the delight of whizzing 
througli those marvellous streets in a taxi. Then came 
the even more marvellous world of the department store, 
whioli, '■ l>v reason of the multitude of all kind of riches, 
in all .sorts of thing.s, in blue clothes, and hroidered work, 
and in chests of rich apparel.” put one in mind of the 
groat fairs of Tyre when Tyre was a prince of the sea, 
as sot forfli in the twenty-seventli chapter of Ezekiel. 

Nancy would have hecn tempted to marry Bluebeard 
liimsolf for tlie sake of some of the ” ricli apparel ” that 
obliging .saleswomen were setting forth for her in9i>ec- 
lion. Getting married began to assume a rosier aspect, 
duo probably to the rolleotion of the filmy and lacy 
miracles that slic might have for the more choosing. 
She would almost have been willing to be hanged, let 
alone married, in a pink-silk combination. 

'I'he saleswomen scented rnysteiv' and romance here. 
Tlie girl was no beauty, hut, tlien, she was astonishingly 
young; and the old gentleman was very distinguished- 
looking—i|uitc a personage. Tliey thought at first that 
ho was the prospective bridegroom ; learning tttat he 
wasn't deepened the mystery but didn't destroy the 
romance. .Americans are all hut hysterically senti¬ 
mental. Sentimentality is a national disease, w’hich 
rages nowhere more virulently than among women 
clerks. Would they rusli through the necessary altera¬ 
tions, set an entire force to W’ork overtime, if necessary, 
in order io have that girl’s wedding-dress at her hotel 
on time? Wotddn't they, though! And they did. 
Gown, gloves, veil, shoes, fan, everything; all done up 
with the most exquisite care in reams of soft tissue 
paper. 
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She was to be married on the noon of Wednesday. 
On Tuesday nifjht Nancy locked her door, opened !)er 
boxes, and spread her wedding finery on her bed. The 
dress was a magnificent one, as magnificent a dress as 
a great store can turn out ; its lines had been designed 
by a justly famous designer. There was a slip. wiUi as 
much lace as could be put upon one garment; such white 
satin slippers as she had never hoped to wear; and the 
texture of the silk stockings almost made her shout for 
joy. Achillea was vulnerable in the heel: fly, O man, 
from the woman who is indifferent to the lure of a silk 
stocking! 

Nancy got into her kimono and turned on the hot 
water in her bath. At Baxters' there had never been 
enough hot water with which to wash the dishes, not 
to mention Nancy herself. Here there was enough to 
scald all the dishes—and the people—on earth, it seemed 
to her. She could hardly get used to the delight and the 
luxury of all the hot water and scented soap and clean 
towels she wanted, in a bathroom all to herself. Think 
of not having to wait one’s turn, a very limited turn at 
that, in a spotted tin tub set in a five-by-seven hole in 
the wall, with an unshaded gas-jet sizzling about a foot 
above one’s heatl ! The shower-bath w'as to her an 
adventure—like running out in the raiji, when one was a ^ 
child. • She couldn t get into the tub, and slide down s, 
into the warm, scented water, without a squeal of 
pleasure. 

She skipped back to her bedroom, red as a boiled 
lobster, a rope of damp red hair hanging down her back, 
sat down on the floor, and drew on thor.o .silk stockings, 
and loved them from a full heart. She wiggled her toes 
ecstatically. 

" O Lord !” sighed Nancy, fervently. “ I wish You'd 
fix it 60 s folks could walk on their bands for aj^jang^ ! 

My feet are so much prettier than my fac^Jji^^ 

Slipping on the satin slippers, she went over and 
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reverently touched the satin frock. All these glori^ 
for her, Nancy Simms, who had worn Mrs. Baxter’s 
wretched old clothes cut down for her! 

She was afraid to refold the dress, almost afraid to 
touch it, lest she rumple it. It looked so shining, so 
lustrous, so fairy-like and glorious and almost impos¬ 
sible, glistening there on her bed I Carefully she 
smoothed a fold, slightly awry. Reverently she placed 
the thin tulle veil beside it, as well as the rest of her 
Cinderella finery, including the satin slippers and the 
fine silk stockings which her soul loved. 

She took the two pillows off her bed, secured two 
huge bath-towels from her bath-room by way of a 
mattress and a coverlet; and with a last passionate 
glance at the splendours of her wedding-frock, and never 
a thought for the unknown groom because of whom she 
was to don it, the bride switched off her light, curled 
herself up like a cat,-and in five minutes was sound 
asleep on the floor. 


CHAPTER X 

THE DEAR DAM-FOOL 


“ Dis place,” said Emma Campbell, as the snaggle- 
toothed sky-line of New York unfolded before her staring 
eyes, ” ain’t never growed up natchel out o’ de groun’ ; 
it done tumbled down out o’ de sky en got busted uneven 
in de fall.” 

Clinging to the bird-cage in which her cat Satan 
crouched, she further remarked, as the taxi snaked its 
sinuous way toward the quarters W’hich a friendly waiter 
on the steamship had warmly recommended to her; 

” All I scared ob is, dat dis unforchunit cat’s gwine 
to lose ’is min’. Seein’ places like dis is ’nough to make 
any natchel cat run crazy.” 

Whereupon Emma relapsed into a colossal silence. 
She was fed up on surprises and they were palling ujutn 
her palate, which fortunately wasn’t down. Th^s 
had been happening so fast that she couldn’t keep step 
with them. To begin with, Peter had prefeiTcd to come 
north by sea, and although Emma had been raised on 
the coast, although she was used to the capricious tide¬ 
water rivers which this morning may he lamb-like and 
to-night raging lions, although she had crossed Caliboga 
Sound in rough weather and been rolled about like a 
ninepin, that had been, so to speak, near the shore-line. 
This was different; here was more water than Emma 
bad thought was in the entire world ; and she had been 
assured that this wasn’t a bucketful to what she was yet 
to see I Emma fell back upon silent prayer. 

Then had come this astounding city jutting jaggedly 
into the clouds, and through whose streets poured in a 
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never-ceasing, turgid flow all tlie peoples of the earth. 
And. more astounding than waterhil sea and peoplefvil 
city, was tlie last, crowning bit of news: Prter teas 
gonKj to he married! And he didn’t know the young 
lady he was to marry, except that she was a Miss Anne 
Simms. Ho knew no more about hia bride than she, 
Kintna, knew. 

That was all Emma needed to reduce her to absolute 
befuddlement. When food and drink were placed 
before her, she partook of both, mechanically. If one 
spoke to her, she stared like a large black owl. And 
when IVter had driven away in a taxi, leaving her for 
the time being in the care of a highly respectable 
coloured family, whose children, born and raised in New 
York, looked upon the old South Carolina woman as 
they might have looked upon a visitor from Mars, Emma 
siiut and locked her door, took the cat out of his cage, 
cuddled him in her arms, tried to projeck—and couldn’t. 
The feel of Satan’s soft, warm body comforted her in¬ 
expressibly, He, at least, was real in a shifting universe. 
She began to rock herself, slowly, rhythmically, back 
and forth. Then the New York negroes heard a shrill, 
sweet, wailing voice upraised in one of those speretuals 
in which Africa concentrates her ages of anguish into a 
half-articulate cry. In it were the voices of their fathers 
long gone, come back from the rice-fields and the cane- 
hrnkos and tho cotton-rows, voices so sweet and plaintive 
that they were haunted. 

“ I wo-^nt out 000 Je wildorDcns, 4 
Kn I tell upon—mnh—kneon, 

En I eollod upon— Diah —Saviour, 

Whut Bh-all I do — for— Bave ? 

Ho ropHod: 

IlalMutan f 
Sinnuh, ain^ I 

UnlUluian / 

Ma-ry, ^fnr tha, hnlU — 

IfnlUlu — 

HaU^luian r* 
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“ GkK)d Lord !” breathed the oldest boy, who w’as a 
high-school scholar. 

“ How weird and primitive!” said the daughter, who 
was to be a teacher. 

But the father’s eyes narrowed, and the hair of his 
6 Cr 1[) prickled. ’Way hack yonder his mother liad sung 
like that, and his heart leaped to it. If he hadn’t been 
afraid of his educated and modern children, he would 
have wept. Emma didn't know that, of course. She 
kissed the big cat, placed him carefully on the bed, and 
lay down beside him in the attitude of a corpse. She 
was resigning herself to whatever should happen. 

J^eter, upon telephoning his uncle, had been advised 
to prowl abotit until noon, when they were to lunch to¬ 
gether. Wherefore he found himself upon the top of a 
bus, rolling about New York, seeing that of which he 
had read. He didn’t see it as Nancy saw it; the city 
appeared to him as might some subtle, hard, and 
fascinatingly plain woman whoso face had flashes of 
piercing and unforgettable beauty, beauty unexpected 
and unlike any other. Unlike the beauty of tlie Carolina 
coast, say, wdiich was a part of liis consciousnc.ss, there 
was hero something sinister and splendid. 

He got off at the Metropolitan Museum. He wished 
to see with his own eyes some of tho.se pictures Clariliel 
Spring had described to him, among them Fortuny’s 
" Spanish Lady.” He stood for a dazzled interval 
before her, so disdainful, passionate, provocative, and 
so profoundly human. When he moved away, he 
sighed. He wasn’t wondering if he himself should ever 
meet and love such a lady; but rather when he should 
be able so to portray in a human face all the secrets of 
the body and of the soul. 

At lunch his uncle, remarking his earnest face, said 
regretfully : 

'■ Oh, Peter, wliy couldn’t you be content to be a 
rich man and play the game according to Hoyle? Art? 
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Of course ! You could afford to buy the best any of ’em 
could do, instead of trying to sell something you do 
yourself. Art is a rich man's recreation. Artists exist 
it) order that rich men may buy their wares.” 

Rich men were invented for the use of poor artists : 
it's the only excuse they have for existing at all, that 
I can see,” said Peter, composedly. 

But 3 ’ou'd have a so much better time buying, than 
selling—or rather, trying to sell,” said one of the rich 
men, smiling good-humouredly. 

I'll have a better time working than in either buy¬ 
ing or selling,”• said Peter, and looked at his uncle with 
uncompromising eyes. 

Mr. Chadwick Champneys sighed, face to face with 
Champneys obstinacy. Peter wonld keep his promise 
to the letter, but aside from that he would live his own 
life in his ow’n way. 

He had stared, and his jaw dropped, when he was 
calmly informed that Peter intended to take old Emma 
Campbell and a black cat along with him. Then he had 
laughed, almost hysterically, and incidentally dis¬ 
covered that being laughed at didn’t move Peter in the 
least: be was too used to it. He allowed you to laugli 
at him, smiled a bit wryly himself, and went right ahead 
doing exactly what he had set out to do. This sobered 
Mr. Champneys. 

Peter, ' said he. after a pause, ” allow me to ask 
you a single question : do you propose to go through life 
toting old niggers and black 

Uncle Chad,” replied Peter, “do you remember 
how sweet potatoes roasted in the ashes of a coloured 
person’s firo used to taste, when you were a little boy?” 

A reminiscent glow spread over Uncle Chad’s face. 
Ho shaded his eyes with his hand, and stared under it 
at Peter. Something quizzical and tender was in that 
look. 

”1 see you do,” said Peter, with the same look. 
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\\ ell, Uncle Chad, Emma used to roast those potatoes 

and provide them too. Son)etimes they were all the 
duiner I had. Besides,” mused Peter, “when all’s 
said and done, nobody has more than a few friends from 
his cradle to his grave. If I“ve got two, and they don't 
want to part with me. why should they have to?'* 

Mr. Chadwick Champneys spread out his hand.^. 

Put like that, he admitted, ' why should tiiey, in- 
deedy Take ’em along if you like, nephew.” And of 
a sudden he laughed again. ” Oh. Peter!” he gasfied, 
” you dear dam-fool!” 

Peter had a strenuous afternoon. Re8er\’ation8 had 
to be secured for Emma, for whom he also purchased a 
long coat and a steamer rug. He liimself had to have 
another suit : his uncle protested vehemently against 
the nice new one lie had bouglit in Charleston. 

At dusk he watched New York's lights come out as 
suddenly and as goldenly as evening primroses. River- 
ton drowsing among its immemorial oaks beside the 
salty tide-water, the stars ieflect»>d in its many coves, 
the breath of the pines mingling with the wild breath 
of the sea sweeping through it, the little, deserted brown 
house left like a last year’s nest close to the water— 
how far removed they were from this glittering giantess 
and her pulsating power! The electric lights winked 
and blinked, the roar of traffic arose in a multitudinous 
hum ; and all this light and noise, the restless stir of an 
immense life, went to the head like wine. 

The streets were fiercely alive. Among the throngs 
of well-dressed people one caught swift glimpses of 
furtive, hurrying figures, and faces that were danger 
signals. More than once a few words hissed into 
Peter’s ears made him turn pale. 

It was nearing midnight, and the street was vufuallv 
empty, when a girl who had looked at him sharply in 
passing turned and followed him, and after a glance 
about to SCO that no policeman was in sight, stepped to 
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bis 6i(ie and touched bim ou the elbow. Peter paused, 
and Ills lieart contracted. Ho had seen among the 
negroes the careless unmorality as of animals. There 
was nothing of the prude in him, but, j)erhaps because 
all his life there had been a Vision before his eyes, he 
had retained a singularly untroubled mental chastity. 
His mind was clean with the cleanliness of knowledge. 
He could not protend to misunderstand the girl. She 
was nothing but a child in years. The immaturity of 
her body showed through her extreme clothes, and even 
her sharp, i>ainted little face was immature, for all its 
hold nonclialanco. She was smiling; but one sensed 
behind her deliberate smile a wolfish anxiety. 

“ Ain’t you lonesome?" she asked, fluttering her 
eyelids, and giving tlie young man a sly, upward glance. 

" No," said Peter, very gently- 

" Aw, have a heart! Can’t you stand a lady some¬ 
thin' to eat an’ maybe somethin’ to drink?" 

The boy looked at her gravely and compassionately. 
.\ltbough her particular type was quite new to him, be 
recognized her for what she was, a member of the oldest 
profession, tlie strange woman " whose mouth is 
.smoother than oil. but whoso feet go down to death. 
Her steps take hold on hell." Somehow he could not 
connect those terrible words with this sharp-featured, 
painted child. There was nothing really evil about her 
except tho brutal waste of her. 

" Will ten dollars be enough for you?’’ asked Peter. 
Tho wolfish look in her eyes hurt him. Ho felt ashamed 
and sad. 

" Sure! Come on 1" said she, and her face lighted. 

"Thank you, I have had my dinner," said Peter. 
But sho seized his arm and hurried him down a side 
street, willy-nilly. '* Seen a cop out of the tail of my 
eye," she explained, hurriedly. " They’re fierce, some 
of them cops. I can’t afford to be took up." 

When they had turned the corner, Peter stopped, 
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and took out his pocket-book. With another searching 
glance at her, he handed her one five and two ten dollar 
Wls. Perhaps that might save her—for a while at least. 
He lifted his hat, bowed, and had started to walk away, 
when she ran after him and clutched him by the arm. 

Take back that fiver, said she, *' an’ come and eat 
with me. If you got a heart, come an’ eat with me. 
I know a little place we can get somethin’ decent ; it’s 
a dago cafTay, but it's clean an’ decent enough. Will 

was shaking; he could sec her 

little body trembling. 

But why?” ho asked, hesitatingly. 

“ Not for no reason, except I—I got to make myself 
believe you’re real !” She said it with a gasp. 

Peter fell in beside her and she led the way. The 
small restaurant to which she piloted him wasn't pre¬ 
tentious, hut it was, as she had said, clean, and the food 
was excellent. 


She said her name was Gracio Cantrell, and Peter 
took her word for it. While she was eating she dis- 
coursed about herself, pleased at the interest this odd 
dark-faced young fellow with the soft, drawling voice 
seemed to take in her. She had begun in a box factory, 
she told him. And then she’d been a candy-dippor. 
Now, you work in a lowered atmosphere in order not to 
spoil your chocolate. For which reason candy-dipper.s. 
like all the good, are likely to die young. Seven of the 
girls m Oracle e department “got the T B ’’ That 
made Grade pause to think, and the more she thougl.t 
about It, the clearer it seemed to her that if one has to 
have a short life, one might at least make a bid for a 
m^emer ^e than candy-dipping. So she made her 

choice. The short life and merry, rather than the T B 

and charity. 

■'And has it been so merry, Gracie?" asked Peter, 
looking at the hard young face wonderingly. 

“ Well, it’s been heaps better than cboc’late-dippin',’’ 
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Gracie, proraptly. " 1 don't get no worse treated, 
when all’s said an' done. 1‘ve got belter clothes an’ 
more time an’ 1 don’t work nothin’ like so hard. An’ 
1 got chanst to see things. You don’t see nothin’ in 
the facfry. Say I feel like goin’ to the movies, or 
treatin' myself to a ice-cream soda or a choc’late a-clair, 
why, I can do it without nobody’s leave—when I’m 
lucky. You ain’t ever lucky in the fact’ry : you never 
have nothin’, see? So I’d rather be me like I am than 
bo me back in the fact'ry.” 

" And do you always expect to be—lucky?” Peter 
winced at the word. 

”1 can’t afford to think about that,” she replied, 
squinting at the red ink in her glass. " You got to run 
your risks an’ take your chances. All I know is. I’ll 
have more and see more before I die. An' I won’t die 
no sooner nor no painfuller than if I’d stayed on in the 
fact’ry.” 

Peter admitted to himself that she probably wouldn’t. 
Also, that he had nothing to say, where Grade was con¬ 
cerned. He felt helpless in the face of it—as helpless 
as he had felt one Juno morning long ago when he bod 
seen old Daddy Neptune praying, after a night of horror, 
to a Something or a Somebody blind and indifferent. 
And it seemed to him that life pressed upon him menac¬ 
ingly, as if bo and Neptune and this lost child of the 
New York streets had been cauglit like rats in a trap. 

The girl, on her paxt, had been watching him with 
painful intensity. 

" You’re a new one on me," she told him frankly. 
"I feel like pinchin’ you to see if you’re real. 
Say, tell me: if you’re real, are you the sort of guy 
that’d- give twenty-five dollars, for nothin’, to a girl he 
picked up in the street? Or, are you just a softy fool 
tliat a girl that picks him up in the streets can trun? 
There’s more of him than the first sort,” sho finished. 

You must judge that for yourself,” said Peter. ” I 
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may tell you, tbough, that I am quite used to bei iig cal led 
a fool,” he fiDished, tranquilly. 

” So?” said she, after another long look. Well, 1 
—what I mean to say is, I wish to God there was more 
fools like you. If there was, there’d be less fools like 
me.” After a pause she asked, in a subdued voice ; 

■■ You expect to stay in this town long?” 

■ ■ I leave in the morning. ’ ’ 

“I’m sorry,” said she. "Not,” she added ha.scily, 
" that I want to touch you for more money or anything 
like that. I don’t. But I—well, I’d like to know you 
was livin’ in the same town, see?” 

Peter saw. But again he had nothing to say. Young 
as lie was, he knew the absurdity of all talk of reform to 
such as Grade. As things are they can’t reform, they 
can't even be prevented. He looked at her, thought¬ 
fully. 

"I’m not only leaving New York, I’m lea\iug 
America to-morrow,” he said at last. “I wish there 
was sornetliing I could do for you.” 

She shook her head. Her little painted face looked 
pinched. There were shadows under the eyes that 
should have been soft and dewy. “You cant do 
nothing. I’ll tell you why. Somehow—I [ -1 like 
you to know.” 

.\nd she sat there and told him. 

■■ You see?” said she, when she had finished. 

“I see,” said Petc-r; and the hand that held his 


cigarette trembled. The thing that struck him most 
forcibly was the stupid waste of it all. 

Look here, Gracie,” he said at last, ” if you ever 
get—very unlucky—and things are too hard for you— 
sort of last ditch, you know—I want you to go to a cer¬ 
tain address. It’s to my uncle,” he explained, seeing 
her look blank. ” You’ll send in the card I’m going to 
gdve you, and you will say I sent you. He’ll probably 
investigate you, you know. But you just tell him the 
10 
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truth, and say I told you he’d help. Will you do 
that?” 

She HI her turn reflected, watching Peter curiously. 
Then she loll to tracing patterns on the table-cloth with 
the jioint of her knife. 

'■ All right,” she said. “If ever I have to, an' 1 
can find him, I wall—an' say you sent me.” 

Peter took out his pocket meiuorandum, wrote his 
uncle’.s name and the address of the house in the 
Seventies which he wa« presently to occupy, added, ” I 
wish you’d do what you can. for iny sake,” and signed 
it. Ho handed the girl the slip of paper, and she thrust 
it into her low-necked blouse. 

.\nd now,” he finished kindly, ” you’d better go 
home. Grade, go to bed. and sleep.” He held out his 
luown hand, and she, rising from her chair, gripped his 
fingers as a child might have done, and looked at him 
with dog’s eyes. 

“Good-bye!” said she, huskily. “You are real, 

ain't vou?” 

% 

” Damnably so,” admitted Peter. ” Good-bye, then, 
Graeie.” .And he left her standing by the table, the 
empty wine-glass before her. The streets stretched 
before him emptily. That poor, done-for kid I What 
one to do for tiiose Gracies? 

Mister I For God’s sake I I’m hungry 1” a hoarse 
voice accosted him. A dirty hand was held out. 

Mechanically Peter’s hand went to his pocket, found 
a silver dollar, and hold it out. The dirty hand snatched 
it. and without so much as a thank you the man rushed 
into a near-by bakery. Peter shuddered. 

When he reached his room, he sat for a long time before 
his open window, and stared at the myriads and myriads 
of lights. From the streets far below came a subdued, 
ceaseless drone, as if the huge city stirred uneasily in her 
sleep—perhaps because she dreamed of the girls she 
pro.stituted and the men she starved. And it was like 
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that everywliere. If the great cities gave, they also 
took, wastefutly. Peter was tormented, confronted by 
tlie inesorabio question : 

“ What am I going to do about it?” 

He couldn’t answer, any more than any other earnest 
and decent hoy could answer, whose whole and sole 
weapon happened to be a paint-brush. One thing he 
resolved : he wouldn't add to the sum total ; nobody 
should be the worse off because he had lived. So think¬ 
ing, the bridegroom fell asleep. 

When he awoke in the morning, he lay for a jnoinent 
staring at the strange ceiling overhead ; his mind had 
an uneasy consciousness that something impended. 
Then ho sat up suddenly in his bed, and clutched his 
head in his hands. 

■' Lord, have mercy on me !” cried Peter. ” I've got 
to get up and-get manied !” 

By ten o'clock his luggage was on its way to the 
steamer. Dressed in his new clothes, ring and licence 
carefully tucked away in his pocket, Peter took an hour 
off and jumped on a bus. It delighted him to roll 
around the streets on top of a bus. He felt that he could 
never see enough of this wonderful, terrible, beautiful, 
ugly, cruel and kind city. Everywhere he turned, 
something was being torn down or up, something was 
being demolished or replaced. New York was like an 
inefficient and yet hard-W'orking housekeeper, for evdr 
house-cleaning ; her house was never in order, and prol)- 
ably never would be, hence this endless turmoil. Yet. 
somehow, Peter liked it. She wasn't ^satisfied with 
things as they were. 

He stopped at Grant’s tomb, looked at the bronze 
tablet commemorating the visit of Li Hung Chang, then 
went inside and stared reflectively at the torn and dusty 
flags. ' 

” It was worth the price,” he decided, " But,” he 
added, with a certain deep satisfaction, ” I’m glad we 
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tliein a run lor their money while we were at it !" 
The C'hainpnoyses, one rememberp, were on the other 
side. 

^^’l^on iie pot back to his liotel the car that Ins uncle 
liad sent for liim Iiad just arrived. Deferential help 
l>r(uipht out his leniaininp hrlonpings, were tipped, and 
stood hack while the door was slammed upon the de¬ 
parting one. The car was held u[i for seven minutes on 
Forty-second Street, while Peter leaned forward to pet 
his first view of congested traffic. He had once seen 
two Ford cars and an ox-<art tie np the Riverton Road. 

.Arrived at Fitnma (’ampboirs (luartcra, he found her 
sitting stiffly erect, her f(K>t upon her new' suit-case, her 
uew cUiak over her arm, and the bird-cape under her 
hand, n’he expressman who had called for her trunk 
early that niorninp had pt)od-nntiiredly offered to cany 
the bird-cage along with it, but Fmmia had flatly refused 
to lot the i-at get out of her sight. F.ven when she 
climbed into the car she held fast to the cage. 

" I don’t say nothin’ 'bout me. All I scared ob is, 
(lat dis unforchnato cat’s gwine to lose 'is min’ before 
wc-nll finishes up.” 

Tt was with difficulty that Peter persuaded her to 
leave the cage in the car wlien they reached his uncle's 
hotel. 

” Mistuh,” said Emma to the chauffeur, “is you-all 
got any fambly dependin’ on you?” 

” One wife. Three kids,” said tlie chauffeur, briefly. 

" I ain’t de kin’ ob lady whut makes threats agin' a 
genl’iimn,” said Emma, looking him unblinkingly in 
tho eye. ” All I saj’s is, dat I started whah I come fum 
wid dat cat an’ I ’specks to Ian' up whah I’s gwine to 
wid dat same cat in dat same cage. Bein' ne yon’a got 
dom chilhm en dat wife, I calls vo’ 'tenshun to dat far.’, 
Kuh.” 

The chauffeur, a case-hardened pirate, laughed. 
" All right, lady,” said he, genially. “ It ain’t in my 
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line to grauny cats, but that one will be the apple of me 
{>00(1 eye until you git back. I wouldn't like the inisMis 
to be a widder ; she's too darn good-lookin’.” 

With her mind at ease on this point, Emma eonsented 
to leave Satan in the car and follow Peter. Emma 
looked resplendently respectable, and she knew it. She 
was dressed as well as if she had expected to be buried. 
By innate wisdom she had retained the snowy head- 
handkerchief under her sailor hat, and sho wore her big 
gold hoop-earrings. Smart coloured servants were 
common enough at that hotel, but one did not often see 
.such as this tall and erect old woman in her severe black- 
and-white. Emma belonged almost to another day and 
generation, although hor face, like the faces of many 
old coloured women, was unwinnkled. She had a 
dignity that the newer generation lacks, and a pride un¬ 
known to them. 

Peter and Emma went up in an elevator and were 
ushered into a private sitting-room, where were await¬ 
ing them Mr. C'hadwiok Champneys, a gentleman who 
was obviously a clergyman, another who was as ob¬ 
viously a member of the Bar, and the latter’s wife, 
a very handsome lady liaudsoiiiely and expensively 
panoplied. There wa.s the hsual hand-shaking, as Peter 
was introduced, and the handsome lady starecl openly at 
Emma; one doesn’t often see a bridegroom come in 
accompanied by ait old coloured woman. Emma cour- 
tesied, with the inimitable South Carolina bending of 
the knees, and then took n modest seat in the background 
and faded into it. She had good manners, had Emma. 

Mi‘. Champneys glanced at his watch, and presently 
left the room. The clergyman, book in hand, stejiped 
into the middle of the floor, and looked importantly 
religious. The lawyer smilingly inrited Peter to take 
Ids place beside him. Everybody assumed a solemn 
look. 

.And then the door opened and the bride appeared. 
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lo.'ininfi on her iidcIo’s arm. iMiima Camp])ell, leaning 
forwnrd. got one glimpse of the face hut slightly con- 
cealeil hv the tliin. floating tulle veil pinned on with a 
wreath of orange-blossoms, caught one gleam from the 
narrowed eyes ; and her own eyes bulged in her head, her 
mouth fell open. Emma wished to protest, to cry, to 
pray aloud. 

The bride was magnificently dressed, in a gown that 
was much too elaborate for her angular and undeveloped 
voun-f fi"urc. It made her look overdressed and absurd 
to a pitiful degree, as if she were masquerading. The 
liair-dressor whon^ she had called to her aid had done her 
wor.sl. Nanev had an unusual quantity of hair, and it 
had been curled and frizzed, and pulled and pulled, until 
the girl’s head appeared twice its natural size. Through 
the fine lace of lier sleeves were visible her thin, sun¬ 
burned arms. Her naturally dark eyebrows had been 
accentuatod, and there was a bright red {latch on each 
clieek, her li|)s being eijuallv crimson. Out of the 
rouged and powdered face crowned by towering red hair, 
the multitude of freckles showed defiantly, tw’o fierce 
eves lowered. 

As Peter met the stare of those narrowed eyes, to save 
his life he couldn’t keep from sliowing Ids downright 
consternation. His aversion and distaste were so mani¬ 
fest that a deeper red than rouge stained the girl’s cheek 
and molllod her countenance. Her impulse was to 
raise her hand and strike him across his wincing mouth. 

W’hat Nancy saw was a tall, thin, shambling young 
fellow whose face vras pale with an emotion not at all 
complimentary to herself. Ho didn’t like her! He 
thought her hideous 1 He despised her! So she read 
Peter’s expressive eyes. She thought him a fool, to 
stand there staring at her like that, and she hated him. 
She detested him. Puppy I 

She saw Ids glance of piteous entreaty, and Mr. 
Chadwick Chanipneys’s bland, blind ignoring of its 



THE DEAR DAM-FOOL 


151 


silent reproach and appeal. And then the long-legged 
young fellow pulled himself together. His head w^nt 
up, his mouth hardened, and his voice didn’t shake when 
he promised to cherish and protect her, until death did 
them part. 

All the while Peter felt that he was struggling in a 
hideous dream. That bride in white satin wasn’t real ; 
his uncle wouldn't play him such a trick ! Peter cringed 
when the defiant voice of the girl snap|>ed her I do ' 
and •' I will.” 

The clergyman’s voice had trailed off. He was calling 
her ” Mrs. Champneys.” And Mr. Vandervelde and 
his handsome wife were shaking hands with her and 
Peter, and saying pleasant, i)olite, conventional things 
to them both. Ijhe signed a paper. .^nd that old 
nigger-woman kept staring at her; but Peter avoided 
meeting her eyes. .And her uncle was saying that she 
miist change her frock now, iny dear : Peter’s boat sailed 
within the liour, remernher. And then she was back in 
her room, tearing off the dress that only last night she 
had so fondly fingered. 

It lay on the floor in a sliimmering heap, and she 
trampled on it. She had torn the tulle veil and orange- 
blossoms froni her hair, and she stamped on those, too. 
The maid who had been engaged to help lier stood aghast 
when the bride kicked her wedding-gown across the 
room. She folded it with shaking hands and smoothed 
the torn veil as best she could. The beautiful lace-and- 
ivory fan was snapped and torn beyond hope of salvage. 
Nancy tossed it from her. With round eyes the maid 
watched her tear hair-pins out of her hair, rush into the 
bath-room, and with furious haste belabour her head 
with a wet brush to remove the fatal frizzings; but the 
work had been too thoroughly done to ho|)e to remove 
all traces of it so easily. Nancy brushed it as best she 
could, and then rolled it into a stoat coil on the top of 
her head. Her satin slippers came hurtling across the 
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room as slie kicked them off. and the maid caught them 
on the fly. 

Back into the bath-room again, and the maid could 
hear lier splashing around, as she scrubbed her face. 
When she came out, it was brick-red, but powderlese and 
paintless. She got into her blue tailored suit without 
as-sistanoe, and. sitting on the fltMir. buttoned her shoes 
with her own fingers, to the maid's disgust. Then she 
j<-rked on her hat. stuck a hat-pin through it carelessly. 
-Hatched up gloves and handbag, and was ready for 
tleparture. 'I’lie exj)rossion of her face at tl>at moment 
-ent the maid cowering against the wall, and tied her 
tongue; the bride looked as if she were quit© capable 
of pitching an officious helper out of a ten-story window. 

•• T^fv God !" said the girl to herself, as Nancy, with¬ 
out so much as a word or a look in her direction. slammed 
tho door behind her. "My God, if that poor fellow 
that’s just been miuried to )icr was any kin to me, T'd 
have a High Mass said for his soul I" 

'I’lio brick-red apparition that swept into the room 
put the final touch upon Peter’s dismay. He thought 
lior tho most unpleasant human being he liad ever en¬ 
countered, and almost the ugliest. The Vanderveldes 
had taken the clorgymnn off in their car. and only Peter, 
his uncle, and Emma remained. 

" I'm ready !’’ snapped the bride. She didn’t glance 
at the bridegroom, but the look she bestow^ed up<in 
Emma made that doughty warrior quail. Eimna con¬ 
ceived a mortal terror of Peter’s wife in that instant. 
She took tho place of the Boogerinan and of ha’nts. 

Oliiidwick Champneys had his hand on his nephew’s 
shoulder, and was talking to him in a low and very 
earnest voice—rather like a clergyman consoling a con¬ 
demned man with promises of heaven after hanging. 
Peter received his uncle’s assurances in resigned silence. 

Two cars were waiting outside the hotel for the 
wedding-party. As Emma Campbell stepped into the 
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one that was to convey her and Peter to the boat, Nancy 
saw her stoop and lift a large bird-cage containing, of all 
things, an irnmense black cat, which uiewed plaintnoly 
at sight of her. It was tlie final touch of grotes(iueness 
upon her impossible wedding. The two Champneyses 
wrung hands silently. The older man said a few words 
to the coloured woman, and .'hook hand-s with her too. 

Then the two cars were rolling away, Nancy sitting 
silent beside her uncle. .\t the corner Peter’s van- 
i.shed. T.he bride hoped from the bottom of her heart 
that she would never lay eyes upon her bridegroom 
again. She didn’t exactly wish him any harm, greatly 
as she disliked him, but she felt that if he would go 
away and die he would ho doing her a personal favour. 

Peter and Einnta made their boat ten minutes before 


the gang-jilank was pull<*d in. A stewanl tof)k ICmma 
in chiU'go, and carried ofl the bird-cage containing Satan. 
Emma, who had been silent <luring tlio drive to the pier, 
oj)ened her mouth now : 

■■ Mi.st' Peter,” said she, ” ef yo’ uncle's wutli a 
million dollar.s, he ought to tun it over to you dis 
njawnin’. 'Tain’t for me,” said Emma, beginning to' 
tremble, ” to talk ’bout Mis’ Champnevs whut you done 
got married to. But I used to know Miss Maria. .And 
dut’s how-coine,” finished Emma, iiTclevantly, ‘ dat'.s 
how'-come I miglity glad we’s gwino to fnrrin folhses' 
coiinti’ies, whicliin I hopes to Ciaw’d dey’s a mighty long 
way off fum dat gal.” And Peter’s iieart echoed 
Emma’s sentiments so fully that he couldn’t find it in 
him to reprove her for giving utterance to them. 

With a sense of relief, he watched New York receding 
from his sight. Hadn’t he paid too high a price, after 
all? Remembering his bride’s eyes, pure terror assailed 
him. No woman ha^3 ever looked at Peter like that 
before. Ho tried to keep from feeling bitter toward his 
\jncle. Well I He was in for it I He would make his 
work his bride, by way of conjpensation. For alt that 
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he was a bridegroom of an hour or so, and a seeker bound 
upon the quest of his heart’s desire, Peter turned away 
from the steamer’s railing with a very heavy heart 

A tall, fair-faced woman turned away from the railing 
at the same instant, and their eyes met. Hers were 
brightly, bravely blue, and they widened with aetonish- 
ment at sight of Peter Champneys. She stared, and 
gasped. Peter stared, and gasped, too. 

" Miss Claribel!" cried Peter. 

"Mrs. Hemingway," she corrected, smiling. "It 
isn’t—yes, it is, too. Peter! Oh, that Red Admiral 
is a fairy 1" 



CHAPTER XI 
nis grandmother’s house 

“It is rather wonderful to turn around and find i/cu 
here, Peter—and to find you so unchanged. Because 
you haven’t changed, really; you’ve just grown up,” 
said Mrs. Hemingway, holding bis hand. Her face was 
excited and glad. ” I should have known you instantly, 
anywhere.” 

“I am told my legs are quite unmistakable. Some 
have 8ai<l I appear to be walking on fishing-polc.s,” said 
Peter. 

Mr.s. HemingAvay laughed. ” Tliey seem to be good, 
long, serviceable legs,” she said, gaily. ” But it is your 
eyes I recognized, Peter. One couldn't mistake your 
eyes.” 

Peter smiled at her grabdully. ” The really wonder¬ 
ful thing is that you should remember me at all,” ho told 
her hapfuly, and his face glowed. That her reappear¬ 
ance should be timed to the outset of his great adventure 
into life seemed highly significant. One might almo.«t 
consider it an omen. 

As if they bad parted but yesterday, they were able 
to resume their old sympathetic friendshij), with its 
satisfying sense of comradely understanding. Her heart 
warmed to him now as it had warmed to the shabby hoy 
she had first seen running after tho Red Admiral in the 
fields beyond the River Swamp. No, sho reflected 
appraisingly, he had not changed. He had somehow 
managed to retain a certain quality of childlikcness that 
made her feel as if she were looking through crystal. 
She was grateful that no contact had been able to blunt 
it, that it remained undimmed and serene. 
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Bri«;fly and rather badly Peter outlined his years of 
stni-zglo, dismissing their bleak hardships with a tolerant 
smile. What he seemed chiefly to remember was the 
(luderlying kindness and good humour of the folk back 
there in Riverton ; if tliey had ever failed to be kind, it 
was because they hadn't understood, he thought. There 
was no resentment in liiin. Wliy, they were his own 
folks! His mother's grave was ono of their graves, his 
name one of their names, tlieir traditions and heritages 
wero part and parcel of himself. Tho tide-water w'as in 
liis blond : his flesh was dust o( the South Carolina coast. 

She saw that, wliile he was speaking. And against 
the vivid, colourftd coa«t background she caught haunt¬ 
ing glimpses of a tireless small figure toiling, sweating, 
always moving toward a far-off goal as with tho inevit¬ 
able directness of a fixed law. Slic marvelled at the 
patience of his strength, and she loved his gentleness, 
his sweetness that had a flavour of othcr-worldliness 
in it. 

He was telling her now of Chadwick Champneys ninl 
liow bis coming had changed things. But of tho price 
he had had to pay he said nothing. He tried not to 
think of the bride his uncle had forced upon him, thougli 
her narrowed eyes, lior red hair, her mouth set in a hard 
I'cd line, haunted him like a nightmare. His soul re¬ 
volted against such a mockery of marriage. He could 
imagine hi.s motlier’s horror, and he was glad Maria 
Champneys slept beside the husband of her youth in the 
cemetery beside the Riverton Road. She wouldn’t have 
asked him to pay such a price, not for all tho Champ- 
noyses dead and gone! But Chadwick Champneys had 
held him to his bargain, had forced him to give his name, 
his father's name, of which bis mother had been so 
proud. 

Peter smarted with humiliation. It was as if he had 
been bought and sold, and ho writhed under tho disgrace 
of such bondage. He felt the helpless anger of one who 
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realizes he has been sbamefullv swindled, yet is power¬ 
less to redress his injury; and what added insult to 
injury was that a Champneys, his father’s brother, had 
inflicted it. 


■iet he had no faintest notion of breakin^-^ or even 
evading Ins pledged word ; such a thought never once 
occurred to him. He meant to live up to the letter of 
his bargain ; his honour would compel him to liilfil lii« 
ohligation pcruptilously and exactly. 

•• And so my uncle and I came to term.s.” he told Mi s. 
Hemingway. .^lul he added conscientiously; He is 
very liberal. He insisted upon placing to* my credit 
wluit he says I’ll need, but wliat seems t-o me too much 
And so here I am,” he finished. 

■■ here you are. It l.ad to be,” said she. thought¬ 
fully. It 8 your fate, Peter.” 


■■ It had to be. It’s my fate,” agreed Peter, 

.Mid that nice, amusing old coloured woman who 
kept house for you—what became of tier?” 

■•Emma? Oh. she wouldn’t stay behind. .<o she 
came along with me. And she couldn’t leave the cat 
HO he came along, too,” said Peter, casually. 

*»«glied n.s his uncle had laughed, 
rhere s an odd turn to yoiu- processes, Peter,” she 
commented. •'One sees that you'll uever be inouldod 
into a hurnan bread pill! I'm glad we've met again I 

tlnnk you re going to need me. So I’m going to look 
nftervou. ^ ® 


”1 have needed you every day since you left,” he told 
heM\ 


He didn t as yet know what deep cause he had to feel 
giateful for Mrs. John Hemingway’s promise to look 
after him; he didn’t as yet know what an imiwitiuit 
peifton she was in the American colony in Paris, as well 
us in certain very high circles of French society itself. 
And what was true of her in Paris was also true of her 

's promise to look after 
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a young nian bail-marked him. She was more beautiful 
and no less kitid than of old, and absence had not had 
the fKJwer to change his feelings for her. As simply and 
whole-heartedly as he had loved her then, he loved her 
now. So he looked at her with shining eyes. Reticence 
was ingrained in Peter, but the knowledge that she liked 
and understood him had the effect of sunlight upon him. 

" He's as simple as the Four Gospels," she thought, 
"and as elemental as the coast country itself. One 
couldn't spoil liiin any more than one could spoil the 
tide-water." 

" Yes, ind«*od! I'm going to look after you," she 
irpeatod, 

He discovered. from what she herself chose to tell 
liim, that there had been some unpleasant years for her 
too. But that had all ended w’hen she married John 
Hemingway, then with a New York finn and later sent 
abroad to represent the interests of the company of 
which ho was now a member. His chief office was in 
I*aris, tliongh he had to spend considerable time in Lon¬ 
don. When she spoke of John Hemingway his wife’s 
face glowed with quiet radiance. The one drop of 
bitterness in her cup was that there were no children. 

"I hope you marry young, Peter, and that there’ll be 
a houseful of little Champneyses," she said, and sighed 
a bit enviously. 

At that the face of Mrs. Peter Champneya rose before 
her bridegroom and the very soul of liim winced and 
cringed. He averted bis face, staring seaward. 

" I know so many charming young girls." said Mrs. 
Hemingway, musingly, as if she W'ere speaking to 
herself. 

"They don’t come any prettier than they come in 
Riverton," Peter parried. "And you're to remember 
I’m coming over here to work." 

"I'll remember,” said she, smiling. "But all the 
same, 1 mean you to go about it the right way. I’m 
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going to introduce you to some very delightful people, 
Peter." 

Then Peter took her to see Emma Campbell and the 
cat. 

Emma would have crawled into her berth and stayed 
there until the ship docked if it hadn't been for the cat. 
Satan had to be given a daily airing ; he had to be looked 
after by someone she could trust, and Emma rose to the 
occasion. She crawled out of her Inirth and on deck, 
where, steamer rug over her knees, her head tightly 
bound in a spotless white head-bandkerchief, she sat 
with her hand on the big bird-cage set upon a camj>-stool 
next her chair. 

■■ I don’ say one Gawd’s word about we, dougli I does 
feel lak I done swallahed iny own stummick. All I 
scared of is dat dis po’ unforch’nate cat’s gwine to lo.«e 
is mill hefo we-all Ian’s," slio told Mrs. Hemingway, 
and cast a glance of deep distaste at the tumbling world 
of waters around her. Emma didn’t like the sea at all. 
There was much too much of it. 

" I got a feelin’ heaat for ole man Noah," she con¬ 
cluded jiensivciy. 

When they sighted the Iri.sh coast, Emma di.scovered 
a deep sense of gratitude to the Irish : no matter what 
they didn't have, they did have /and; and land and 
plenty of it, land that you could walk on, was what 
Emma craved most in this world. When they presently 
reached England, she was so glad to feel solid earth 
under her feet once more that she was jubilant. 

'* Cat, we-all is saved !’’ she told Satan. " You en 
me is chilluh o’ Israel come thoo de Red Sea. We-all 
got a mighty good Gawd, cat!" 

They went up to London with Mrs. Herningw’ay, and 
were met by Hemingway himself, who gave Peter 
Champneys an entirely new conception of the term 

business man. Peter knew rice- and cotton- and 
stock-men, even a provincial banker or two—all success- 
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a young man hall-nuirkeil him. She was more beautiful 
and no less kind than of old, and absence had not had 
the power to change his feelings for her. As simply and 
whole-heartedly as he had loved her then, he loved her 
now. So he looked at her with shining eyes. Reticence 
w'as ingrained in Peter, but the knowledge that she liked 
and understood him had the effect of sunlight upon him. 

" He’s as simple as the Pour Gospels,” she thought, 
■■ and as elemental ae the coast country itself. One 
couldn’t spoil him any more than one could spoil the 
tiile-wiiter.” 

'■ Yes, indeed! I’m going to look after you,” she 
repeated. 

He discovered, from what she herself chose to tell 
him, that there had been some unpleasant years for her 
too. But that had all ended when she married John 
Hemingway, then with a New York firm and later sent 
abroad to represent the interests of the company of 
which he w’as now a member. His chief office was in 
I^aria, though he had to spend considerable time in Lon¬ 
don. When she spoke of John Hemingway his wife’s 
face glowed with quiet radiance. The one drop of 
bitterness in her cup was that there were no children. 

“I hope yon marry young, Peter, and that there'll be 
a houseful of little Chainpneyses,” she said, and sighed 
a hit enviously. 

At that the face of Mrs. Peter Champneys rose before 
lier bridegiooni and the very soul of him wdneed and 
cringed. He averted liis face, staring seaward. 

” I know so many charming young girls,” said Mrs. 
Hemingway, musingly, as if she were speaking to 
herself. 

“They don’t come any prettier than they come in 
Riverton,” Peter parried. “And you're to remember 
I’m coming over here to work.'’ 

“I’ll remember,” said she, smiling. “But all the 
same, I mean you to go about it the right way. I’m 
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going to introduce you to some very delightful people, 
Peter.” 

Then Peter took her to see Emma Campbell and the 
cat. 

Emma would have crawled into her berth and stayed 
there until the ship docked if it hadn’t been for the cat. 
Satan had to be given a daily airing ; he had to be looked 
after by someone she could trust, and Emma rose to the 
occasion. She crawled out of her berth and on deck, 
where, steamer rug over her knees, her head tightly 
bound in a spotless white head-handkerchief, she sa't 
with her hand on the big bird-cage set upon a camp-stool 
next her chair. 

” I don’ say one Gawd’s word about me, dough I does 
feel laic I done swallahed my own stumrnick. All I 
scared of is dat dis po’ unforch’nate cat’s gwine to lose 
is min befo wc-all Ian s,” she told Mrs. Hemingway, 
and cast a glance of deep distaste at the tumbling world 
of waters around her. Emma didn’t like the sea at all. 
There was much too much of it. 

“I got a feelin' heart for ole man Noah,” she con¬ 
cluded pensively. 

When they sighted the Irish coast, Emma discovered 
a deep sense of gratitude to the Irish : no matter what 
they didn’t have, they did have land; and land and 
plenty of it, land that you could walk on, was what 
£mma craved most in this world. When they preBently 
reached England, she was so glad to feel solid earth 
under her feet once more that she was jubilant. 

“Cat, we-all is saved!” she told Satan. “You en 
me IS chillun o’ Israel come thoo de Red Sea. We-all 
got a mighty good Gawd, cat!” 

They went up to London with Mrs. Hemingway, and 
were met by Hemingway himself, who gave Peter 
Champneys an entirely new conception of the term 

business man. Peter knew rice- and cotton- and 
stock-men, even a provincial banker or two—aU success- 
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fnl iDcn. within their limits. But this big, quiet, vital 
'iiijin hadn’t any limits, except those of the globe itself. 

! \ tall, fail man with a large head, decided features, 
chilly gray eyes, and an imcoinpromising mouth adorned 
with a short, stiff moustache, his square chin was cleft 
by an incomprehonsiblo dimple. His wife declared she 
liad married him because of that cleft: it gave her an 
object in life to find out what it meant. 

Hemingway studied Peter curiouslj/ He had a great 
respect for his wife's nice and discrimina ting judgment, 
and it was plain that this long-legged'; unprelenttOtTs 
young man was deeply in her good graces. Evidently, 
tlien. this chap must be more than a bit unusual. Going 
to be an artist, was he? Well, thank (lOtl, he didn t 
look as if ho were afflicted with the artistic temperament; 
ho looked as if he were capable of hard work, and plenty 
of it. 

People liked to say that John Heining^vny was a fine 
example of the American become a cosmopolitan. As 
ii matter of fact. Hemingway wasn't. He liked Er.roiw, 
hut in his heart he wearied of its oversophistication, its 
bland diplomacy. His young countryman's unspoiled 
truthfulness delighted him. He was proud of it. A 
man trained to judge men. he perceived this cub’s poten¬ 
tial strength. That he sliould so instantly like his wife's 
protege raised that charming lady’s fine judgment even 
higher in his estimation. A man- always respects hU 
wiTe’s judgment more when it tallies with his own co* 

victions. * 

The Hemingwoys insisted that Peter should siienjl 

some time in England. Mrs. Hemingway was going 
over to Paris presently, and he could accompany her. 
In the meantime she wanted him to meet certain English, 
friends of hers. Peter was perfectly willing to wait. 
He was enchanted with London, and although he would 
have preferred to bo turned foot-loose to prowl in¬ 
definitely. his affection for Mrs. Hemingway made bun 
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amenable to hex discipline. At her command he went 
with Hemingway to the latter’s tailor. To please her 
he duteously obeyed Hemingway's fastidious instruc¬ 
tions us to habiliments. He overcame his rooted aver¬ 
sion to meeting strangers, and when bidden appeared in 
her drawing-room, and there met smart, clever, and 
noted London. 


Hemingway thereafter marked his progress with 
amusement not unmixed with amazement. It came to 
him that tliere was a greater difference, a deeper 
divergence between himself and Peter than between 
I’eter and these Britishers. The earmark of your coast- 
born South Carolinian is the selfsame, absolute sureness 
ol hiniself, his place, his people, in the essential scheme 
of things. Wasn’t be born in South Carolina? Hasn't 
he rehuives in Charleston? Very well, then ! 

In Peter’s case this essential sureuess had developed 
into a courtesy so instinctive, a democracy so unaffectedly 
•sincere, that it flavoured Ids whole personality with a 
pleasing di.stinctiveuess. The British do not expect 
their very young men to be too knowing or too fatalh 
bright; they mark the promise rather than the perform¬ 
ance of youth, and spaciously allow time for the process 
ol development. And so Peter Champneys found him¬ 
self curiously at home in democratically oligarchic 
J-.ngland. *=* 

1 ^ ^ visiting my grandmother’s house,” 

he confided to a certain lady next whom he was seated 
at one of Mrs. Hemingway’s small dinners. 

And where IB your mother's house?” wondered the 
lady, who found herself attracted to him 

liivcrton.” said Peter Champneys 
.\nd I s face went wistful, remembering the little town 
with the tide water gurgling in its covel and 1 g^at 

' ‘he smell 

the all Ihe melloiv magic of the coast that was 
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Home. It didn’t occur to him that an English lady 
mightn’t know just where "over home in Kiverton" 
might he. She was so great a lady that she didn’t ask. 
She looked at him and said thoughtfully : 

■■ I wonder if you wouldn’t like to see an old place of 
ours. I’m having the Hemingways down for a week, 
and I should like you to come with them." And she 
added, with a charming smile: " As you are an artist, 
you’ll like our gallery. There’s » Keinhrandt you should 
see." 


I\*ter’a eves of a sudden went deep and golden, and 
their da//.ling «li pths had so instant and so sweet a recog- 
nituin that her lieart lea[)ed m answer. It was as if a 
voung archangel had secretly signalled lier in [lassing. 

When the lormal invitation arrived, Mrs, Heming¬ 


way was delighted with wliat sho termed I'eter’s good 
fortune. The invitations to that house were coveted and 


prized she explained. Iteally, Peter Champneys was 
unusually lucky I Sho felt deeply gratified. 

J’eter hadn’t known that there existed anywhere on 
earth aiiytliing (juitc so perfect as the life in a great 
1-jiglish country house. He thought that {lerhaps tho 
vanished plantation life of tho old South might have 
approximated it. His delight in the fine old Tudor pile, 
ill its ordered slatelinesa, its mellowed beauty, pleased 
his hostess and won the regaxd of the rather grumpy 
gentleman who happened to be her husband and its 
owner. To her surprise, he took Peter under his wing, 
and showed himself as much interested in this modest 
guest as he was ordinarily indifferent to many more 
important ones. It was his custom to take what he 
called a stroll before breakfast—a matter of a mere eight 
or ten miles, maybe—and he found to his hand a young 
man with walking legs, seeing eyes, and but a modicum 
of tongue. He showed Peter that country-side with tho 
thoroughness of a boy birds’-nesting, as Peter had once 
showed the Carolina country-side to Claribel Spring. 


1G3 


HIS GRANDMOTHER’S HOUSE 

They went over tbe venerable house with the sanio 
thoroughness, and Peter sensed the owner’s iiii|ier- 
sonally personal delight in the stewardship of a priceless 
possession. He held it in trust, and he loved it with a 
quiet passion that was as much a part of hirnself as was 
his English speech. Everj’ now and then he woultl 
pause before some rusty sword, or maybe a tattered and 
dusty banner ; and although he was of a very llorid com- 
jilexion, and his nose was even bigger than Peter’s, in 
such moments thero.was that in the eye and brow, in the 
expre.ssion of the firm lips, that made him more than 
handsome in the young man’s sight. Through him lie 
glimpsed that something silent and large and fine that 
is England. 

.\nd were going,” said the nohlenian, pausing 
before the portrait of a gentleman who had fallen at 
Marston Moor. "Oh, ye.s, we are vanishing, .\fter 
a while the great breed of English gentlemen will be 
as extinct as the dodo. And this house will bo turned 
into a Dispensary for Dyspeptic Proletarians, or more 
firohably an American named Cohen will buy it and ex- 

plain to his guests at dinner just how much it cost 
iiirn.” 

Peter remembered broken and vine-grown chimneys 
where stately home.s had stood, the extinction of a 
romantic plantation life, the vanishing of the gentlemen 
ol the old South, as the Champneys had vanished Thev 
had taken with them something never to be replaced in 
Anieiican life, {>erhaps; but hadn’t that vanished some¬ 
thing made room for a something else intrinsically bettor 
and sounder, because based on a larger conception of 
freedom and justice? The American looked at the 
cavaher’s haughty, handsome face; he looked at the 
Englishman thoughtfully. 

Yes. You will go,” he agreed presently. ” All 

t lings pass. That is the law. In the end it is a good 
law'. ® 
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■■ I should think it would altogether depend on what 
replaces us,” said the other, dryly. 

■■ And that," said Peter, “ altogether depends upon 
you. doesn’t it? It’s in your power to shape it, you 
know. However, if you’ll notice, things somehow 
manage to right flieniselves in spite of us. Now, over 
home in Carolina we haven't come out so very badly, all 
things considered.” 

" Got jolly well licked, didn’t you?” asked the 
Englishman, whose outstanding idea of American luili- 
tarv history centred upon Stonewall Jackson. 

■■Just about wiped off tlie slate. Had to l>egin all 
over, in a world turned upside down. Yet, you sec, here 
I am! And 1 assure you ) shouldn’t be willing to 
ihangc places with my grandfather.” With a shy 
friendliness he laid hie fingers for a moment on his host's 
arm. ” Your grandson won’t be willing to change, 
either, because he’ll be the right sort. That's what 
your kind hands down.” He spoke diffidently, hut with 
a certain authority. Each man is a sieve through which 
life sifts experiences, leaving the garnering of gi-ain and 
the blowing away of chaff to the man himself. Peter 
had garnered courage to face witli a quiet heart thiug.s as 
they are. He hod never accepted the general view of 
things as final, therefore ho escaped disillusionment. 

” They thouglit the end of the world had come—my 

people. So it had—for them. But not for us. There’s 

always a new heaven and a new earth for those who 
% 

come after," lie finished. 

The Englishman smiled twistedly. After a while he 
said unexpectedly : 

" I wish you’d have a try at my portrait, Mr. Chanip- 
neys. I think I’d like that tentative grandson of mine 
to see the sort of grandfather he really possessed.” 

“Why, I haven't had any training 1 But if you'll 
sit for me I’ll do some sketches of you, gladly." 

" Why not now?" asked the other, coolly 


" I have 
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a fancy to see what you’ll make of me.” He added 
casually ; ” Whistler used the north room over the 
stables when he stayed here. You’ve seen lus pastels, 
and the painting of my father.” 

” Yes,” said Peter, reverently. And he stared at his 
hO't, round-eyed. 

We ve never ciianged the room since his time. 
Should you like to look over it now? You’ll find all 
the materials you are likely to need—my sister has a 
pretty little talent of her own. and it pleas*‘s her to use 
the place.” 

“ Why, yes, if you like,” murmured Peter, dazedly. 
.\iid like one in a dream he followed his stocky host lo 
the room over the stable. One saw why the artist had 
selected it; it made an ideal studio. .\ small cauvas. 
untouched, was already in place on an easel near a 

window. One or two ladylike landscapes leaned a'^ainst 
the wall. 

” She has the talentof a painstaking copyist,” said her 
brother, nodding at his sister’s work. ” Shall you use 
oils, or do you prefer chalks, or water-colours?” ‘ 

” Oils,” decided Peter, examining the canvae ” It 
will he rough work, remember.” He made his prepara¬ 
tions. turned upon hU sitter the painter’s knife-like 
stare, and plunged into wor k. It was swift work and 
perhaps roughly done, as he had smdTInirTijnire'miracle 
of genius he managed to catch and fix upon hie canvas 
the tenacious and indomitable soul of the Englishman. 
You saw it looking out at you from the steady, light blue 
eyes in the plain face with its craggy nose and obstinate 
chin , and you saw the kindness and delicacy of the firm 
mouth. There he stood, flat-footed, easy in his well- 
worn clothes, one hand in his pocket, the other holding 
the blackthorn walking-stick he always carried, and 
looked at you with the quiet sureness of integrity and of 
power. Peter added a few last touches; and then, in¬ 
stead of signing his name, he painted in a small Red 
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Admiral, tliis with such exquisite fidelity _t hat you mipht 
think that gay small rover had for a moment alighted 
ujiori the canvas and would in another moment fly away 
again. 

His lorilsliip studied his painted semblance critically. 

" 1 ratlier thought you could do it,” he said quietly. 
'■ I usually manage, as you Americans say, to pick a 
winner. You'll be a great painter if you really want to 
be one. Mr. Champneys. Should you say sixty guineas 
would be a fair price for this?” 

"That'-s ^omething like three hundred dollars, isn’t 
it?” aslced Peter, interestedly. ” Suppose we call this 
a prehminary sketch for a jxntrnit I’m to paint later— 
say wlien I've had a few years of training.” 

” You will charge me very much more than sixty 
guineas for a portrait, two or three years from now,” 
said the otlior, smiling. He looked nt the swiftly done, 
vivid hit of work. ” This is what I want for mv grand- 
son : it is his graiuUathor as nature made him. It is as 
true and as homely as life itself.” And he looked at 
P«‘ter respectfully, so that that young man blushed to 
lii.s ears. And tliat is how and when Peter Champneys 
painted his first ordered picture, signed with the Red 
Admiral; and how ho won the faithful friendship of a 
crusty Jsnglisliman. It was a very real friendship. 
His lordship had what he himself called a country heart, 
and as Peter Champneys liad the same sort, and neither 
man outraged the other by too much talk, they got along 
astonishingly well. 

” He's donccdly intelligent,” his lordship explained, 
with quiet enthusiasm. "We'll tramp for miles, and 
I give you my word that for an hour on end he won’t say 
three words!” 

Hemingway, to whom this confidence was given, 
olmckled. It amused him to watch his wife’s wild goose 
putting on native swan feathers. Yet it pleased him, 
for ho knew the boy appealed to her romantic as well as 
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to her maternal instinct. She bandied hini skilfullv, 
and it was sfie who passed uix)u bis invitations. She 
wished him to meet clever and brilliant men and women ; 
and at time.s she left him in the hands of young girls, 
pink-and-white visions who troubled as well as interested 
him. He felt that he was really meeting them under 
lalse pretences. Their youth called to his, but he 
might not answer. Between him and youth stood that 
unloved and unlovely girl in America. 

Mrs. Hemingway watched him with the eyes of the 
woman who has a young man upon lier hiind.s. His 
reactions to his contacts interested her immensely. His 
worldly education was progressing with entire satisfac¬ 
tion to her. 

"I want him to maiTy an English wife,” she con¬ 
fided to her husband. They were to leave for Paris that 
night, and she was summing up the results of his stay 
in London, the balance being altogether in hi.s favour. 
"A well-bred, normal English girl with good conneo 
tions, a girl entirely untroubled by teinperament. who 
will love him tenderly, look out for his physical well¬ 
being, and fill his house with healthy children, is exactly 
what Peter Champneys needs. And the sooner it hap¬ 
pens to him the better. Peter has a lonely soul. It 
shouldn’t be allowed to become chronic.” 

Hemingway looked at her apprehensively. ” Sounds 
to me as if you were trying to make Peter pick a peck of 
pickled peppers,” he commented. And Peter coming in 
at this opportune moment, he grinned at the hoy cheer- 
ftilly. 

Peter,” he smiled, ” the sweet chime of meiTV 
wedding-bells in the distance falls softly on mine ear; 
my wife thinks you should be altar-broke. Charming 
domestic intei’ior, happy fireside clime, flag of our union 
fluttering from the patent clothes-line ! Futurist paint¬ 
ing of ' Young Artist Pushing a Pram !’ Don’t look at 
me with such an agonized expression of the ears, Peter !” 
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But Peter had no answering smile. His face had 
changed, and there was that in his eyes which gave 
H'-mingway pause. 

■ Why, old chap, I was merely joking!" he began, 
n ifh real concern. 

Peter!" said the woman, softly. “You have had 
- a disappointment? But, my dear hoy, you are so 
v> r\j young. Don't take it too much to heart, Peter. 
\f your age nothing is final, really." And she smiled 
at him. 

A Hush .suffused the young man’s forehead. He felt 
sh umed and nnserahlc. He couldn't flaunt his price- 
tag l)cfore these unbuyahle souls whose beautiful and 
true marriage was based upon love, and sympathy, and 
mutual ideals I Ho couldn't rattle his chains, or explain 
.\niie Champneys. He couldn’t, indeed, force himself 
to speak of her at all. The thing was bad enough, but 
to talk about it- No ! He lifted troubled eyes. 

■■ I am afraid—in my case—it is final," he said, in a 
low voice. And after a pause, in a louder tone : '* Yes 
—please understand—it is final." 

" Oh, Peter dear, I'm sorr> ! But-" 

" You're talking nonsense. Why, you’re barely 
twenty-one!" protested Hemingway. "Much water 
must flow’ uuder the bridge, Peter, before you can say 
of anything ; it is final. You’ve got a long life ahead 
of you to-" 

" Work in," finished Peter. " Yes, I know that. I 
have rny chance to w’ork. That is enough." At that 
his head went up. 

Mrs. Hemingway puckered her brows. She leaned 
toward him, hor eyes lighting up. 

"Peter!" said she, mischievously, her cheek dim¬ 
pling. "Peter, aren’t you rather leaving the Bed 
Admiral out of your calculations?" 



LJlArTEK XII 

“ NOT BV DREAD /aONE 

^^Rs. Petbb Champneys drove away from tJie scene of 
her wedding, feeling as if boiling water had been poured 
over her. No man of all the men she had ever met had 
looked at her with just such an expression as she had 
encountered in Peter Champneys’s eyes, and the 
memory of it hlled her with a ranking sense of inju.sticv. 
He had married her for the same reason she had mnrj ied 
him, hadn’t he? Then why should he think himself a 
whit better than she was? It seemed to her that all 
the imkindness, aJI the slights she had ever endure<I. 
had come to a head in Peter's distressed and astonished 
glance. 

Nancy had no illusions as to her own personal appear¬ 
ance, but it occurred to her that her bridegroom loft con¬ 
siderable to be desired in that respect, himself. With 
his hatchet face and his outstanding ears and his big 
nose—why, be was as homely as that dried old priest in 
the in the museum !—and him looking down 

on people every mite as good as he was! That was 
really the crux of the thing : Nancy had her own pride, 
and Peter had managed to trample upon it roughshod. 
She felt she could never forgive him, and her sense of 
iniin*y included Chadwick Cliampneys a-s well, -s She 
hadn t asked him to make his nephew many her, had 
she? Ihe suggestion had come from the Champneys, 
not from her. Yet it was plain to her that both these 
men considered her a very inferior person. She couldn't 
understand them. 

^ She liked the furnished apartment she and Mr. 

109 
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Cbanipneys were to occupy until their house was ready, 
better tlian slio had liked the hotel, though the Japanese 
hutler, Hoic'hi, overawed her. She wasn't used to 
JajKinesc hiitlers and she didn’t know exactly how to 
treat this suave, deft, silent yellow nmn who was so 
etVu'ient and so ubiquitous. Tt was different where tho 
maids were concerned ; she who had been so lately an 
unpaid drudge was afraid these trained, clever servants 
might suspect her former state of servitude and she 
covered her f»‘ar with a manner so insup|>ortable that 
"Mr. (’hadwick Champneys, who looked upon arrogant 
rudeness to social inferiors as a sort of eighth deadly sin, 
was presently forced to remonstrate. 

" Nancy,” he ventured one morning, ” I have l>een 
observing vour manner to the servants with—er—dis- 

% ♦ 4 ^ 

approval. A habitual lack of consideration is a serious 
deficiency. It is really a lack of breeding—and of heart. 
A ladv ”—he fixed his large dark eyes u{>on her—“is 
never imjiolite.” 

He touched her on the quick. She knetc these 
Champnevses didn’t think she was a lady, but for this 

old man to come right out and say so to her face- 

“ Say, T guess I know how to be a lady without you 
havin' to toll me !” 

“ I am more than willing to be convinced,” said the 
South Carolinian, j>ointedly. 

At that, of a sudden, Nancy flared. She lifted a pair 
of sullen and mutinous eyes, and her lips quivered. He 
saw with surprise that she was trembling. 

” Say, you look here—I done what you told me to do, 
didn’t. I? I ain’t no more nor no less a lady than I was 
before T done it, am I? What you pickin’ on me for, 
then? What more you want?” 

He sighed. Milly’s niece was distinctly difficult, to 
.say the least. How, he asked himself desperately, was 
one to make a dent in her appalling ignorance? She 
irritated him. And as is usual with people who do not 



“ NOT BY BKEAD ALOKE'• 171 

understand, he took exactly the wrong course with 
her. 

" I want you at least to try to live up to your position' 
be said witli cold directness, beetling his brows at her. 
“ I want you to do what you're told—and to keep on 
doing it! Do you understand that?” lie felt that he 
was allowing himself to l>e more wTOught uj) tlian was 
good for him, and this added to his annoyance. 

She considered this, sullenly. ” I'm not exackly 
straight in iny mind what I understand and what I don't 
understand, yet,” she replied. ” But I got this much 
straight : If I done what I done to please you, I done it 
to please me, too !” 

This was logical enough ; it had even a note of com¬ 
mon sense atid justice. But her crude method of ex- 
j»rossing it filled him with coI<l fury. The Champneys 
teinp(?r strained at tlic leash. 

” .\h !” said he, a dark flush staining his face, ” ah ! 
Then get this straight, too : you’ll [deaso mo only ij you 
carry out your part of our contract. \Miat I do you 
dream I would ruin my nephew’s life for a self-willed, 
undisciplined minx? Nothing could he farther from my 
thoughts ! Nancy. 1 made you Mrs. Peter Champneys : 
you will qualify for the position—or lose it !” Ho 
tapiietl his foot on the floor, and glared at her. 

Nancy gave him glare for glare. “ Yeali, you said 
it! You made rne Airs. Peter Champneys, and all I 
got to do is to do what I don’t w’ant to do, to hold down 
the job! What you askin’ him to dp to please mef 
How’s /le .qualifyin’? Is he so much I’m nothin’? 
Because that's what he thinks ! Oh, you needn’t talk ! 
I guess I got eyes, at least!” 

” I suggest that you use them to your ow'o advantage, 
then,” said he, disgustedly. “Let us have done wath 
such squabbling! Y’ou agreed to obey. Very well, 
then, you will do so, or I shall take steps to put you out¬ 
side of my calculations. In other words, I will wash 
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my liaiids of yon. Is that perfectly clear to you? ’ 
How else, he asked himself, was he to make her under¬ 
stand ? 

Sbo saw that he wa^s in a towering rage, and she 
lefiocted that if she had made Baxter that mad he’d 
ha\'o hnngiMl hi'r with his fists. For a long minute the 
two stated at each other. She was about to make a 
tlefiant reply and let come what might, when a sort of 
spasm distorted his face. His month opened gasj)ingly, 
his eyes rolled back in his head like a dying man's. He 
seemed to crumple up. and she caught him as he fell. 
Her tcrrifie»l shriek hi ought Hoichi, who took instant 
charge of the sitnation. He made the unconscious man 
comfortable on a divan, applied such restoratives as were 
at hand, and directed a frightened maid to telephone for 
physicians. 

Nancy fled to her own rt)om, and sat on the edge of 
her hed, frightened and subdued. That quarrel and its 
serious effect made a turning-point in lier life, though 
she attached no blame to herself for the man's illness. 
She had no love for him, but her heart was not callous 
to suffering, and his distorted and agonized face had 
terrified and shocked her. 

The suddenness of the seizure made his words more 
impressive. Suppose he died : what of her? She was 
not sure that any definite provision had as yet been mode 
for her. What, then, should she do? 

Suppose he recovered : what then? She had cause 
for serious thought. All this luxury and ease, this 
pleasant life of plenty, in which she revelled with the 
deep delight of one quite unused to it, hung upon a con¬ 
tingency—the contingency of absolute obedience. She 
was not naturally supine, and her spirit rose against an 
unconditional self-surrender to a hot-tempered, imperious 
old man, who would mould her to his will, make her 
over to his own notions. quite as high-handedly as if she’d 
been a lump of putty and not a human being. Nancy 
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tasted the bitterness of having no voice in the making of 
her own destiny. 

Well, but suppose she defied him? He was quite 
capable of washing Ins hands of her, just as he l>ad 
threatened. And then? Before that possibility Nanc> 
recoiled. No. She couldn’t, she wouldn’t go back to 
that old life of .squalid slavery—eating bad food, wearing 
wretched clothes, suffering all the sodden and sordid 
Jtiisery of the ignorant, abjectly poor, a suffering twi(o 
as poignant now that she knew better things. She 
knew poverty too well to have any illusions about it. 
The Baxter kitchen rose before her. Why ! while she 
was sitting here now, in this luxurious room, back there 
they’d be getting ready for the noonday dinner. The 
close kitchen would be reeking with the odour of boiling 
potatoes and cabbage, from which a greasy steam wonld 
be arising, go that one saw things as through a hot mist. 
One of the children would be screaming, somewhere 
about the house, and Mrs. Baxter, in an unsavoury 
wrapper, her face streaming with perspiration, her hair 
in sticky strands on her hot forehead, would be shrilly 
threatening personal chastisement : " You shut up. out 
there! Just you wait till I get this hatch o’ hi.scuits 
off my hands an’ I bet I fix you! Didn’t I say shut 
up?” The hateful voice seemed so close to Naiicv’s 
ear that the girl shrank back, shivering with distastk 

She fingered the soft, fine stiiff of the frock she was 
wearing. She stared about the room —her room, which 
she didn’t have to share with ono of the Baxter children, 
who squirmed and kicked all night in summer, and 
pulled the bed-coverings off her in winter. She wont 
over to her dressing-table and fingered its pretty acces¬ 
sories, sniffing with childish pleasure the delicately 
scented powder and cologne. She looked at her reflec¬ 
tion in the mirror, and scowled. 'I'lien she began to 
walk restlessly up and down the room. She bad to 
think this thing out. 
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Wliy sliould she go and leave the road clear for Peter 
ChaniimeysV It occurred to her tliat, seen from his 
point of view, her ehniinatiou from the scene might be 
rei^aidcd somewhat in the light of providential inter¬ 
ference in his behalf. She flashed. It wasn’t fair! 
The thought of Peter Champneys was gall and worm¬ 
wood to her. 

Nancv wasn't a fool. Her honesty had a blunt direct- 
« * 

ne.ss, a sort of cave-woman frankness. In her. truthful¬ 
ness was not so imu h a virtue as an energy. The hard¬ 
ness of her unlowd life had bred a like hardness in her 
sensi‘ of values; she was distrustful and suspicious be¬ 
cause she had never had occasion to he anything else. 
In that sus{)ieion and distnistfulness had lain her safety. 
She had no sense of spiritual values as yet. Heligion 
had meant going to church on Sundays when you had 
clean clolhes in which to appear. ^Iora!s had meant 
being pood, and to Nancy being good simply meant not 
being had—and you couldn’t ho bad, go wTong, if you 
never trusted any man. A girl that trusted none of ’em 
could keep respectable. Nancy had seen girls who 
trusted men, in her time. Nothing like that for her! 
Hut she knew, also, the price the woman pays whether 
slie trusts or distrusts, and the matrimony which at 
times rewarded the distnistful didn’t appear much more 
alluring tlmn the potter’s field which waited for the 
credulous. Any way you looked at it, what happened 
wasn’t pleasant. And it was W’orse yet wlien you knew 
there was soinetliing better and different. You had to 
pay a price to got that something better and different, 
of course. The fact that one pays for everything that one 
gets was coming home to Nancy with increa.sing force; 
the problem, then, was to get your money’s worth. 

She took her head in her hands, and tried to concen¬ 
trate all her faculties. She w’asn’t a shirker, and she 
realized that she must decide upon her course of conduct 
now and stick to it. If she didn’t look out for herself, 
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who would? And presently she bad reached the con¬ 
clusion that when Mr. Deter Champneys reappeared 
upon the scene, he must find Mrs. Peter Champney.'^ 
occupying the foreground, and occupying it creditably, 
too. She'd do it ! When Mr. Chadwick Chatnpnovs 
recovered, she’d come to terms with liim. She d keej) 
faith. 

She spent three or four anxious day.>, wiiile specialists 
came and went, and white-cajiped, starched authorita¬ 
tive personages relieved each other in the sick-room, 
their answers to all queries being that the patient was 
doing quite as well as could be expected. At the end 
of the fifth day they admitted that the patient was re¬ 
covering— was, in fact, out of danger, though he 
wouldn't leave his room for another week or ten days ; 
and he wasn’t to be worried or disturbed about any¬ 
thing. 

Satisfied, then, that he was on the highroad to re¬ 
covery, and having made up her mind as to her own 
course of procedure, Nancy^ rather enjoyed these few 
days of comparative freedom! She supplied herself with 
a huge Uix of bonl>ons, " Junie's Love Test ” and “ The 
Widowed Bride”—books begun long ago, but wrested 
from her untimely by the ruthless Mrs. Baxter, on the 
score of takin’ her time olT her rightful work for them 
that d took her in, and fillin' her red head with tlu* 
foulishest sort o notions. She had ha<l so much to do 
that to have nothing to do but lie around in a rod silk 
kimono and nibble chocolates and read love stories 
seerned to her the supreme height of felicity. 

She revelled in the.se novels. They represented that 
something different toward which her untutored and 
stinted heart groped blindly. Other\vi8e her mind, hy 
no means a poor one, lay fallow and untilled. The 
beauty and wonder of the world, the pity and terror of 
fate, the divine agony of love which sacrifices and en¬ 
dures, did not as y'et exist for her. She merely sensed 
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that there was something different, somewhere—maybe 
on the road ahead. And so she wept over the woes of 
star-iTOssed lovers,and sentimentalized over husky heroes 
utterly unlike any male beings known to nature, and 
beliovod she didn’t believe that disinterested and un¬ 
selfish love existwi in the w’orld. As she hadn’t the 
faintest gleam of self-knowledge, in all this she w'as 
jK^rfectly sincere. 

She did not see Mr. Cbampneys for two weeks or so. 
In his nervous condition he evinced a singular reluctance 
to have her come neai- him, although others saw him 
daily, For instance, Mr. Jason Vandervelde appeared 
at half after ten o’clock every morning during his client's 
convalescence, was immediately admitted to Mr. Cham{>- 
iieys's room, and left it upon the stroke of eleven. 

Nancy watched this man curiously. When he met 
her in the hall, he spoke to her in a nice, full-toned, 
moduhited voice, exc<^ingly pleasing to the ear. His 
eyes were small but of a deep and bright blue, and 
although ho w*as heavily built ho w'ore bis clothes so well 
that ho gave the effect of strength rather than of clumsi¬ 
ness. He was clean-Bhaven and ruddy, and his large, 
\voll-shai)cd inoutli was deeply curled at the corners. His 
hands w'ere not fat and white, as one might expect, but 
tanned and muscular, and slightly hairy. His glasses 
gave him a certain precision, and his curled lips sug¬ 
gested irony. Nancy liked to look at him. He discom¬ 
fited her understanding of men, for, she couldn’t tell 
why, she both liked and trusted him. There was nothing 
romantic about him—a well-fed, well-groomed lawyer- 
man in his late thirties, with a handsome wife in a hand¬ 
some house—yet he had the faculty of making her 
wonder about him, and wonder with kindness at that. 
She wished she knew just how much he knew about her, 
her early upbringing, her sad lack of education. What 
hud Mr. Cbampneys told him? Or had he really told 
him anything? 
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When her uncle finally overcame his reluctance and 
sent for her, she entered his room quietly and stood look¬ 
ing at him with an honest concern that w’as in her favour. 
She was always honest, he reflected. There was 
nothing of the hypocrite or the coward in those wary 
gray-green eye.s that always met one’s glance without 
flinching. 

The change In his appearance .shocked her. His eyes 
were hollow, his tall form looked meagre and shrunken. 
He was growing to be an old man. She said awkw’ardly • 

■'I’m real .sorry you been so sick.” And she made 
no attempt to apologize for her share in the quarrel that 
had led to his seizure. She ignored it altogether, and 
for this he was grateful. 

“ Thank you. I am getting along nicely,” he sai<l 
civilly. And with a slightly impatient ge.^ture he di.-- 
missed all further mention of illness. He leaned back 
in his chair and clo.sed his eyes, the better to collect his 
thoughts. ?Ie wi.shed to make his wishes perfectiv 
clear to her. But she surprised him by saying quietlv : 

I been thinking things over while you was sick, at\d 
I come to the conclusion you was right. I got to have 
more education. There’s things I just got to know— 
how to talk nice, and what to wear, and what fork you <l 
ought to eat with. Forks and things drive me real 
wild.” 

I had thought, at fiist, of sending you to some par¬ 
ticularly fine boarding-school-” he began, but Nanev 

interrupted him. 

Tf T was six instead o’ sixteen, you might do it. As 
tis, I wouldn’t learn nothin' except to hate the girls 
that d be turnin’ np their noses at rne. No. I don't 
want to go to boardin’-school. I've saw music-teachery 
that come to folks* houses to give lessons, and T been 
thinkin’, why can’t you get me a school-teacher that’ll 
teach me right at home?” 

“ As I was saying when interrupted ”—ho looked at 
12 
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her rei)rovingly—■’ I had at first thought of sending you 
to some finishing school. I gave up that idea almost at 
once. 1 agree with you that it is best you should be 
taught at home. In fact, I have already engaged the 
lady who will bo your companion as well as your 
tvacher.” 

■ 1 don’t know as I'm crazy about a lady companion 
as a steady job,” said Nancy, doubtfully. She feared 
to lose her new liberty, to forego the amazinc delight of 
living by herself, so.to speak. ” But now you’ve done 
it, 1 sure hope you’ve picked out somebody i/oimg. If I 
got to have a lady companion. I want she should bo 
voung.” 

" Mr. Vandervelde attended to the matter for me.” 
said Mr. Chanipneys. in a tone of finality. ” Ho is sure 
that tlie lady in cpiestion is exactly the person I wish. 
Mrs. MacGregor is an Englishwoman, the widow of a 
naval officer. She is in reduced circumstances, but of 
irreproachable connections. She has the accomplish* 
mcnfs of a lady of her class, and her companionship 
should be an inestimable blessing to you. Von will be 
governed by lier autliority. She will be here to¬ 
morrow.” 

“ A ole widder woman 1 Good Lord ! I-” here 

she stopped, and gulped. An expression of resignation 
came over her countenance. ” Oh, all right. You’ve 
done it an’ I’ll make the best of it,” she finished, not 
too graciously. 

“ It is not proper to refer to a lady as ‘ a ole widder 
woman.’ ” 

“Well, but ain’t she?” And she asked: “What 
else you know about her?” 

“Mr. Vandervelde attended to the matter,” he re¬ 
peated. ” He is thoroughly satisfied, and that is enough 
fyr me—and for you. I sent for you to inform you that 
she is to be here to-morrow. See that you receive her 
pleasantly. Your hours of study and recreation will be 
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arranged by her. She will also overlook your wardrobe. 
And I do not wish to bear any complaints.” 

'■ I can’t even pick out niy own clotlies?” 

” You lack even the rudiments of good taste.” 

” What’s wiong with my clothes?” she demanded. 

“Everything,” said he, succinctly, and with visible 
irritation. He remembered the wedding-gown, and his 
face twitched. She watched him inteniK. 

“Oh, all right. I said I’d obey, an' I will. 1 ain't 
forgettin’,” said she, weaiily. 

■■ A'’erv well. I am glad you understand.” He 
clo.'sed his eyes, and understanding that the interview 
was at an end, Nancy withdrew. 

Mrs. MacGregor arrive<l on the moiTOW. The at¬ 
torney had been given explicit orders and instructions 
by hi.s exacting client, wlio had his own notions of what 
a teacher for his niece should and shouldn't be. \'aiidi'r- 


velde congratulated himself on having been able to meet 
them so completely in the person of the estimable Mrs. 
MacGregor. 

Mr. Champneys demanded a lady middle-aged, hut 
not too middle-aged, not overly handsome, but not overly 
otherwise ; an excellent disciplinarian, of a good family, 
and with impeccable references. 

For the rest, Mrs. MacGregor tvas a tall, spare, high¬ 
nosed lady, with a thin-lipped mouth full of large, sound 
teeth of a yellowish tinge, and high cheek-bones with a 
permanent splash of red on them. Her eyes were frosty, 
and her light hair was frizzled in front, and worn high 
on her narrow head. She diessed in plain black silk of 
good quality, wore her watcli at her waist, and on her 
wrist a large, old-fashioned bracelet in which was let a 
glass-covered, lozenge-shaped receptacle bolding what 
looked like a wisp of bristles, but which was a bit of the 
late Captain MacGregor’s hair. 

Mr. Champneys had wanted a lady who was a church 
member. He had a vague idea that if a lady happened 
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to be a church member you were someliow or other pro¬ 
tected apainst her. Mrs. MacGregor was orthodox 
enough to s;itisfv the most rigid religionist. Mr. 
Champneys gathered lliat she believed in God the 
I’^itlior, God tlic Son. and God the Holy Ghost, three in 
One. and that One a dej)endable gentleman beautifully 
British, who dutifully protected the king, fraternally 
respected the Archbishop of Canterbury ai^d the Prime 
Minister, and was heartily in favour of the British Con¬ 
stitution. Naturally, lieing a devout woman, she agreed 
with IVitv. 

.\n American family domiciled for a while in h-nglaml 
had secured her services as companion to an elderly aunt 
of their.s, fetching her along with them on their return 
to America. 'Fhe aunt had l>een a family torment until 
the advent of Mrs. MacGregor, but in the hands of that 
disciplinarian sho had become a inild-manncred old body. 
On her demise the gnitefjil family settled a small annuity 
ui>on her whom they couldn’t help recognizing as their 
benefactor. I'inding .\me>'ioans so grateful, Mrs. Mac¬ 
Gregor decided to remain among them and with her 
rocoimnendations sceme another |X)sition of tru.st in 
some wealthy family. This, then, was the teacher 
selected by Mr. Jason ^’andel•velde, who thought her 
just what Mr. Cluimim»*ys wanted and his ward prob- 
ablv needed. 

Mrs. MacGregor never really liked anybody, but she 
could respect certain jiersons highly; she respected Mr. 
Chadwick Champneys at sight. His name, his apj)env- 
ance, the fact that Juson Vandeiwelde was acting for 
him, convinced her that he was “ quite the right sort ” 
—for an American. She was as gracious to him as 
nature permitted her to be to anybody. And the salary 
was very good indeed. 

It was only when Nancy put in her appearance that 
Mrs. MacGregor’s nitisfaction withered around the 
edges. The red on her high cheeks deepened, and she 



161 


•‘NOT BY BREAD ALONE” 

tixe<l upon her new pupil a cold, appraising stare. Slie 
uirule no slightest attempt to ingratiate herself; that 
wasn't her way ; what she demanded, she often said, was 
Respect. The impossible young person who was staring 
hack at her with hostile curiositv wasn’t overcome with 
Re.speel. The two did not love each other. 

Strict disciplinarian thougJi she might be where others 
were concerned, Mrs. Maedregor treate<l herself with 
lenient consideration. She was selfish with a fine, 
C’iuistiaii zeal that moved Nancy to admiiing wonder. 
Nancy’s own selfishness had been superimposed upon 
her bv untoward circumstance.s. This woman’s selfish- 
ness wa.s a part of her nature, carefully cultivated. She 
believed her body to be the temple of the Holy Ghost, 
and she made herself exceedingly comfortable in the 
building, (juite as if tho Holy Ghost were an obliging 
absentee landlord. Nancy observed, too, that although 
the servants did not like her, they obeyed her witliout 
question. She got without noise what she w-ant-od. 

But she really could teacli. .\lmost from the first 
les.'on, Nancy began to learn, the pure hatred she felt 
for her instructress adding rather tlian detracting from 
her progress. Had the woman been broader, of a finer 
nature, she might have failed here; but being what she 
was, immovable, hard as nails, narrow and prejudiced, 
sticking relentlessly to the obviously essentia!, she 
goaded and stung the girl into habits of study. 

Her reaction to Mrs. MacGregor really i)U8hed her 
forward. She knew that the woman could never over¬ 
come a secret sense of amaze that such a person as her¬ 
self should be a member of Chadwick Champneys's 
family—the man was a yentleman, you see. Aud she 
called Nancy ” Anne.” Her lifted eyebrows at Nancy’s 
English, her shocked, patient, parrot-lrke, ‘‘Not ‘ seen 
it when he done it,’ pleasi;. You ftnw him when he did 
it!—No, ‘I com© in the house’ isn’t correct. Try to 
remember that tcell-hred persons us© tho past tense of 
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tlie verb; tlins; 'I conic into the house.'—What flo I 
hear. Anno? You ‘ tohcn' it? No! Y’ou TOOK it!" 
And slu‘ would look at Nancv like a scandalized inartvr, 
ready to dio for flie noble cause of English grammar! 
Ihithor than endure that look, rather than face those 
uplifted eyebrows, Nancy, gritting iier teeth, set herself 
seriously to the ta«k of making over her method of 
speech. 

If was Mrs. ^^acGregor wlio. discovering the girl’s 
unstinted allowance of candy, cut olT the supply. She 
didn't <'are much for candies herself, hut she did like 
fruit, and fruit was substituted for the forbidden sweets. 
Sho had the hiuilthy, wholesome h'.nglish habit of walk¬ 
ing. and utdess the weather was impossible sho forced 
her unwilling charge to take long tramps with her, 
generally nnmcdiatcly after breakfast. They would set 
out, Nancy dressed in a jilain blue st'rge, her pretty, 
high-heeled pumps discarded for flat-heeled walking- 
shoes, Mrs. ^lac(^regor flat-footed also, tall, bony, in a 
singular bonnet, but nevertheless retaining an inherent 
stateliness which won resjHH’t. Sometimes they tramped 
up Kiversidt! Drive, their ohjectivc being Grant’s tomb. 
^Il•.s. MacGregor respected Grant; and the stands of 
dusty flags brought certain old British shrines to her 
mind. On stater! mornings they visited the Library, 
while Mrs. MacGregor selocteil the hooks Nancy was to 
road, hooks that Nancy looked at askance. T'hcy had 
their innrning.s for the museums, too. Mrs. MacGregor 
knew nothing of art, except that, as she said to Nancy, 
well-bred persons simply hod to know something about 
it. After their walk came lessons, gruelling, dry-as- 
dust, nose-to-the-grindstone lessons, during which 
Nancy's speech was vivisected. At two o’clock they 
lunched, and Nancy had further critical instructions. 
The dishes she had once been allowed to order were 
changed, greatly to her annoyance; Mrs. MacGregor 
liked such honest stufT as mutton chops and potatoes, 
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just as she insisted upon oatmeal for breakfast. Por¬ 
ridge, she called it. In the afternoon they motored; 
Mi°. MacGregor, who detested si»eed, became tlie bane 
of the hard-faced chaufleiir’s life. 

They dined at seven, and for an hour thereafter Mrs. 
MacGregor either read aloud from some book intended 
to edify the young person, or forced Nancy to do so. 
She was possibly the only person alive who delighted in 
Hannah More. She said, modestly, that at an early 
ago she had been taught to revere this paragon, and 
wdiatcver happy knowledge of the virtues proper to the 
female state she possessed, she ow’cd in a large measure 
to that model writer. Nancy conceived for Hannah 
More a hatred equalled in intensity only by that 
cherished for Mrs. MacGregor her.self. 

Mrs. MacGregor’s notions of dress and her own were 
asunder, even as the poles. But here again that rigid 
duenna did her invaluable 8er^*ice, for if slie duln t look 
handsome in the clothes selected for her, she didn t, as 
that lady paid frankly, look vulgar in them. No longer 
would you he liable to mistake her for somebody’s second- 
rate housemaid on her day out. The simple diet and the 
inexorable regularity of her hours also told in her favour, 
although she herself wasn’t as yet aware of the change 
taking place. Already you could tell that hers was a 
supple and shapely young body, with promise of a mag¬ 
nificent maturity; you glimpsed behind the fading 
freckles a skin like a water-lily for creamy whiteness; 
and that red liair of hers, w’orn w’ithout frizzings, began 
to take on a glossy, copperv’ lustre. 

That spring they moved into the new house. It was 
BO different from the average nowly-rich American home 
that it moved even Mrs. MacGregor to praise. Nancy 
thought it rather bare. It hadn’t colour enough, and 
there were but few pictures. Yet the old rosewood and 
mahogany furniture pleased her. She remembered tiiat 
golden-oak, red-plush parlour at Baxter’s with a sort of 
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wonder. Why! she had thought that parlour hand¬ 
some ! And now slie was beginning to iinderstand how 
hideous if had been. 

She little of Mr. Chaiupiieys, who seemed to be 
plunged to the eyes iit business. Occasionally he a}'- 
pealed, looked at her searchingly, Siiid a few words to 
her and Mrs. MacGregor, and vanished for another 
indefinite period. Mr. Jason A'andervckle was almost 
a daily visitor when Mr. (’hampneys happened to he in 
the eit\’. .\t times Mr. (’hampneys went away, pre- 
sumahly to hxik aftor bu.'^iness interests, and Nancy 
thought that at such times the lawyer accompanied him. 
She liad no triends of her own age, and Mrs. MactJregor 
wa.sn t, to say the least, companionable. .And the books 
she was compelled to read bored her to distraction. She 
took it for granted tliev must be frightfully goo<l, they 
were so frightfully dull! The deadliest, dullest of all 
seemed to he reserved for Sunday. She didn’t mind 
going to church ; in church you could watch other people, 
oven though Mrs, MacGregor sat rigidly erect by your 
side, and expected you to be able to find your place in 
a Book of Common Prayer entirely unfamiliar to you. 
While she sat rapt during what you thought an unneces¬ 
sarily long sermon, you could look about you slyly, and 
take note of the people w-ithin your immediate radius. 

Nancy liked toobserve the younger people. Sometimes 
a bitter en\-y would almost choke her when sbo regarded 
some girl who was both pretty and prettily dressed, and, 
apparently, care-free and happy. She watched the 
younger men stealthily. Some of them pleased her; she 
would have liked to be admired by at least one of them, 
and she felt jealous of the fortunate young women 
singled out for their attentions. Think of being pretty, 
and having beautiful clothes, and swell fellows like that 
in love with you ! That any one of these fine young men 
should cast a glanco in her own direction never entered 
tier mind. No. Loveliness and the affection and gaiety 
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of youth were for others; for lier—Pet^r Champneys. 
At that she fetched a deep sigh. She always went home 
from church silent and subdued. Mrs. MacGregor 
thought this a proper attitude of mind for the Sabbath. 

The girl was vaguely disturbed and uneasy without 
knowing why. The newness and glamour of the posse.s- 
siou of creature comforts, the absence of want. was wear¬ 
ing thin in spots. She was conscious of a lack. Slie 
was beginning to think and to question, and as there was 
no one in whom she might confide, .slie turned inwanl. 
Naturally, she couldn't answer her own questions, and 
all her thoughts were as yet chaotic and confused. She 
wanted—well, what did she want, anyhow? Slie re¬ 
peated to herself, “ I want something different !'■ That 
something different should not include a dreary round of 
Mrs. MacGregor, a cold in.spection by Chadwick 
Cbampneys; nor the thought of Peter Champnev.-^. It 
u'ould include laughter and—and people who were 
neither teachers nor guardians, hut who were gay, and 
young, and kind. She began to be conscious of her own 
isolation. She liad always been isolated. Onco poverty 
had done it; and now money was doing it. Those girls 
she saw at church—she’d bet they w’cnt to parties, had 
loads of friends, had a good time, were loved ; plenty of 
people wanted their love. For herself, as far bac-k as 
she could look, she had never had a fi iend. Who cared 
for tier love? Sometimes she watclied the new maid, 
a distracting^ pretty little Irish girl, black-liaired, blue¬ 
eyed, rosy-faced. The girl tried to be demure, to re¬ 
strain the laughter that was always near the surface; 
bill her eyes danced, her cheek dimpled, she had what 
one might call a smiling voice. And the handsome 
young policeman on the corner was acutely aware of 
her. Nancy remembered one afternoon when she and 
Mrs. MacGregor happened to be coming in at the same 
time with Molly. It was Molly’s afternoon off and she 
was dre.ssed trimly, and with taste. Under her little 
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clofie-fitting hat her hair was like black satiD, her face 
like a rose. The young policeman managed lo pass the 
bouse at that moment, and lifted his cap to her; Nancy 
saw the look in the young man’s eyes. She followed 
Mrs. MacGregor into the house, rel)elliously. Nobody 
had over looked at her like that. Nobody was ever going 
lo look at her like that. She remembered Peter Chamj)- 
noys's eyes when they had first met hers. dull flush 
stained her face, and bitterness overwhelmed her. 

Mr. Chaiupneys was busy; Mrs. MacGregor was 
satisfied—she had a position of authority; her creature 
comforts were exquisitely attended to; her salary was 
ample. 'Phe man saw his plans being carried forw.ard. 
if not brilliantly at least creditably ; the woman saw that 
her tasks were fulfilled. It never occurred to either 
that the girl might or sliould ask for more than she re¬ 
ceived , or that she might find her days dull. But Nancy 
was discovering that the body is more than raiment, and 
that one does not live by bread alone. 



CHAPTER XIII 

THE BRIGHT SHADOW 

The Champneys chauffeur, preatly to Mrs. Mac¬ 
Gregor's terror and disapproval, seemed to live for spaed 
alone; in consequence one afternoon Mrs. MacGregor 
and Nancy very narrowly escaped dying for it. Whe"rc- 
upon Mr. Chainpneys suininarily dismissed the chauffeur 
and engjiged in his place young Glenn Mitch<dl, acci¬ 
dentally brought to his notice. Mr. Chatnpneys con¬ 
gratulated himself upon tho di.scovery of Glenn Mitchell. 
To begin with, lie was a South Carolinian, one of those 
welMxirn, penniless, ambitious young Southerners wlio 
come to New York to make their fortune. One of his 
forebears had married a Champneys. That was in ante 
belluiii days, but South Carolina has a long memory-, and 
this far-off tie immediately established the young fellow 
upon a footing of family relationship and of cousinly 
friendliness. Ho was a per.sonable youth of twenty, 
who had worked his way througli high scliool and meant 
presently to go through the College of Physicians and 
Surgeons—his grandfather had been a di.stinguished 
physician, >rr. Champneys remembered. I’he lx)y pro¬ 
posed to use his skill in handling a motor-car as a means 
toward that end. 

Mr. Chadwick Champneys would gladly have fiaid 
Glenn’s college expenses out of his own pocket, hut tho 
young man, delicately sounded, politely hut sturdily 
declined. The next best thing the kindly old Carolinian 
could do, then, was to make the boy a member of his own 
household. Hoichi had orders to prepare a room for Mr. 
Mitchell, and Mj.s. MacGregor was advised that he 
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wuiild lake hio meats with the family. She was at first 
inclined to be scandalized : to bring yonr chaufTcin- to 
your own table was .\mcricanisni with a vengeance! 
But when she met the young man, she was niollifu'd. 
This chaufTeur was a gentleman, and in Mrs. Mac- 
(iregur's cstimaliou u gentleman may do many tilings 
without losing caste. She remembered that the per¬ 
fectly decent younger son of a certain poverty-stricken 
nohleinan had driven a car. Tliis young Mitchell was 
exceptionally good-looking in a nice, boyish, fresh-faced 
way. and slie saw in his manner a youthful reflection of 
the courtliness which di-stinguished Mr. Chadwick 
Champneya. He had a great deal of that indefinable 
hoinclliing we call chaxm, and l>efore she knew it Mrs., 
MaoCircgor was won over to liim, and looked upon his 
presence ns a distinct addition to the Cbainpncys 
menage. 

When lio had been introduced to Nancy, she was men¬ 
tioned as " My niece, Mrs. Chamjmeya.'’ Mrs. Mac- 
Orogor called her " Anne.” Mr. Champneys spoke to 
her as ” Nancy,” imd Glenn thought ho must have been 
mistaken as to that ” Mra” There was ly) sign of a 
liiishand anywhere; neither was there any indication of 
widowhood. Nobody mentioned Peter—Mr. Champ¬ 
neys because be was more interested in talking about 
Glenn's business than bis own, on the occasions when be 
had time to talk about anything: Mrs. MacGregor, 
hecatise she liad never seen Peter, knew nothing at all 
about him, excefit that there was a nephew somewhere 
in the background of things, and w'asn’t in the least 
interested in anything but her ow’n immediate affairs; 
besides, it never w'onid have occurred to her to talk about 
her employer’s affairs, even if she had knhwn anything 
al>oiit them. An employer who was a gentleman, and 
very wealthy, belonged to the Established Order, and 
Mrs. MacGregor had the thorough-going British respect 
for I’iStablished Order. Nancy, for her port, wished to 
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forget that Peter existed. She never bv any chance 
mentioned him, or even thought of him if she could help 
it. So when young Glenn Mitchell, after the pleasant 
South Carolina fashion, addressed her as " MissNancv ' 
it seemed perfectly all right to everybody. 

Nancy was a little over eighteen then. She lia.l 
grown taller, but she retaine«l the pleasant angularity of 
extieme youth. Because she didn't know how to 
arrange her hair, Mrs. MacGregor .sternly forbidding 
frizzing and curling, and insisting u[K>n a “'modest siim 
plicity becoming to a young girl’ she wore her red mane 
in a huge plait. She had been so teased and badgered 
about her red hair, had hated it so heartily, been so 
ashamed of it, that she <lidn t realize how inngnificent it 
was now, after two years ol cjire iind cleanlinos.‘i. It 
wasn't auburn ; it wasn't 'J'itian : it was a bright, ricli, 
glittering, nnbuyahle, undeniable red, and Nancy wore 
her plait as a hoy wears a chip on his shoulder. Young 
Glenn Mitchell was seize<l with a wild desire to catch 
holil of that braid that whs like a cable of gleaming 
copper, and wind it around his wrists. For the first 
time, he thought, he was seeing tlie true splendour and 
. beauty of red hair; and the girl had the wonderfully 
wliitc skin that accompanies it. He suspected that she 
must have been pretty badly freckled when she was a 
cliild, for the freckles were still fairly visible, though one 
saw that they would presently vanish altogether. The 
curve of her throat and chin, the “ salt-cellars’' at the 
base of the neck, left nothing to he desired. Altogether 
there was that about this girl that caught and held his 
boyish attention. It wasn’t that she was pretty—he 
had at first thought lier plain. It was rather that here 
lay a tantalizing promise of unfoldinent by and by, a 
sheathed hint of something rare and perilous. 

He didn’t quite know what to make of Mr. Cham|>. 
neys s niece. She was abnormally silent, unbelievably 
unobtrusive, singularly still. Watching her, he found 
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hitnsclf wishinij slie would smile, at least occasionally : 
he lon^od to see what her mouth w’ould look like if it 
should curve into laughter. She had exquisite teeth, 
an<l her eyes, when one was allowed to get a glimpse of 
llu‘ 111 , were of a curious, agaty, gray green, with one or 
two little spots or flecks in the iris. Hers was an im¬ 
passive, emotionless face ; yet she gave a distinct impres¬ 
sion of feeling, emotion, passion held in check; it was as 
if her feelings had been frozen. But suppose a spring 
thaw should sot in—what then? Would there be just 
a enhn brook flowing underneath placid willows, or a 
tenipestuons torrent sweeping all before it? He won¬ 
dered ! 

She Silt opposiP* him at table three times a day, and 
never addressed a word to him. or to Mrs. MacGregor, 
wlio carried on whatever conversation there might be. 
Mrs. MacGregor liked to give details of entertainments 
" at home,” at which she herself had been present, or 
of events in which A Member of My Family had par¬ 
ticipated. ■■ I said to the dear Bishop”—” His Lord- 
ship remarked to My Cousin.” Sometimes during these 
recitals the thin, fine edge of a smile touched Nancy's 
lips. It was gone so quickly one wasn't quite sure it 
had heen there at all; yet its brief passage gave her a 
strange expression of mockery and of weariness. She 
offered no opinions of her own about anything: she made 
no slightest attempt to keep the conversation alive ; you 
could talk, or you could remain silent—it was all one to 
her. Yet dumb and indifferent tlioiigh she appeared to 
ho, you felt her presence as something very vital, listen¬ 
ing, and immensely honest and natural. 

Ho wished she would speak to him, say something 
more than a mere ” Yes ” or ” No.” Girls had always 
been more than w'illing to talk to Glenn Mitchell—very 
mucli prettier and more fascinating girls than this silent, 
stubborn, red-headed Anno Champneys. He began to 
feel piqued, as well as puzzled. 
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And then, one day, he happened to glance up sud¬ 
denly and in that instant encountered a full, strau'ht, 
intense look from her—a look that weighed, and won¬ 
dered, and searched, and was piercingly, almost unbear¬ 
ably eager and wistful. He felt himself engulfed, as it 
were, in the bottomless depths of that long, cleir gaze, 
that went over him like the surge of great waters, and 
drenched his consciousness to the core. Brand-new Eve 
might have looked thus at brand-new Adam, sinlessly, 
virginally, yet with an avid and fearful questioning and 
curiosity. For the second his heart shook and reeled in 
his breast. Then the dark lashes fell and veiled the 
shining glance. Her face was once more indifferent and 
mask-like. 

As a matter of fact, Nancy was avidly interested in 
G ienn, in whom for the first time she encountered youth, 
lie came like a fresh breeze into an existence in which 
she stifled. From liis first appearance in the ho'ise she 
had watched him stealthily, looking at him o|>enly only 
when she thought herself unobserved. Conscious of her 
own defects, she was timid where this good-looking 
young man was concerned. It never occurred to Imt 
that she might interest him, but she did not wi.sh him 
to think ill of her. She kept herself in the background 
H,s much as possible. " 

She had none of the joyousness natural to a girl of her 
age. She had no young companions. Was there some 
reason? Wasn’t she happy? Ho felt vaguely troubled 
for her. Sho aroused his sympathy, as well as his 
curiosity. And, he couldn’t forget that look he had 
.surprised. It stayed in his memory, perilously. At 
night in his room, when he should have been studying, 
that astonishing glance came before him on his book, 
and cast a luminous spell upon him. 

He surprised no more such glances. She still rele¬ 
gated to Mrs. MacGregor the full task of talking to him : 
a task that lady performed nobly. Just as she walked 
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every morning with Mi't;. MacGregor, she took her place 
m the car every afternoon, appiuently obeying orders. 
Sometimes, twisting his bead around, he could glimpse 
her profile turned towaid the moving panorama of tho 
crowded streets througli which he was skilfully maiiceu- 
vrnn' his way. But if she were interested in what she 
ga^od at so fixedly, she made no cornment. One never 
knew what she thought about anything. 

One mcinorable evening she appeared at dinner m a 
yellow frock, instead of the usual serge or iiUun blue 
silk. It wasn't an elalrorate dress, but its prettily low 
neck allowed one to admire her full throat, with a string 
of amber beads around it. Her hair hung in two thick 
braids across her shoulders, and the straight lines of the 
yellow satin accentuated tho youtiifulncss of her figure. 
Glcnirs heart behaved unmannerly. 

She appealed not to see his quick, pleased glance, but 
turned instead to Mrs. MacGregor, who was ro 
■warding her critically. Mrs. MacGregor hadn’t been 
consulted about the yellow frock, and she viewed it with 
distinct disappixivai. Glenn found himself ^lidly 
ivli^ned against Mrs. MacGregor, and siding with tho 
criU. He. liked that yellow frock ; somehow it suited her 
colouring, enabled one to see how unusual she really 
wiis. He wondered that he had thought her so plain, 
at first. She agitated him. He wished intensely that 
she would look at liini; and just then she did. and for 
the first time saw admiration in a young man's eyes, 
not for another girl, but for herself! She. held his 
glance, doubtfully, timidly; but she couldn't doubt tho 
evidence of her senses. Glenn was pleased with her, 
he admired her! His ingenuous face beamed tho fact, 
from frank eyes and smiling lips. There was somewhat 
more than admiration in his look, hut Nancy was more 
than content with what appeared on the surface. Her 
eyes widened, a flush rose to her cheek, a naive and 
pleased smile transformed her dissatisfied young mouth. 
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When he ventui’ed to speak to her preBently, slie ven¬ 
tured to reply, shyly, but with new friendliness. Once, 
when Mrs. MacGregor said something sententious, and 
Glenn laughed, Nancy laughed with him. 

Tliat frank and boyish admiration restored to her, 
as it were, some rightful and precious heritage long 
withheld, an indispensable birthright tlie lack of wliich 
had beggared and stripped her. She had a sense of pro¬ 
found gratitude to this likeable and handsome young 
man, a moved and touching interest in him. He made 
her feel glad to l>€ alive ; through him the world seenied 
of a sudden a kindlier place, full of chartning surprises. 
And when she accompanied Mrs. MacGregor to church 
on the following Sunday, she loolced with a secret sister* 
liness at the girls she had envied and disliked. It was 
as if she had been elected to their ranks, been made one 
of them ; she wasn't on the outside of things any more ; 
somebody—a very desirable and hand.sonte somebody-:- 
adniire<l her, too. She didn't analyze lier feelings. 
Voulh never thinks or analyzes, it feels and realizes; 
that is why it is Divine, why it is lord of the earth. Her 
Rowing liking for him was so shy, so naive, so touch- 
iogly sincere, tfiat Glenn was profoundly moved when 
he became aware of it. He had the old South Carolina 
chivali-y; to him women were still invested with a lialo, 
and one approached them with a manly reverence. He 
had liked girls, many girls; he would have told 
you, himself, that he never met a pretty girl without 
loving her some ! But this was the first time Glonu 

J e in love, and he fell headlong, 
with an impetuous ardour that nil but swept him off bis 
feet, and that was like strong w’inc to Nancy, whose 
drink heretofore had been lukewarm water. 

He didn’t know whether or not she was Mr. Chamiv 
ne 3 ’s s sole heir, apd he didn’t care : what difference 
could that make? He was as wfell born as any Chainp- 

neys, wasn’t he? And if he wasn’t blessed with much 
13 
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of tins world's goods just now, he took it for granted he 
was going to he. after a while. As for that, hsuln’t 
( Ijadwick Clianipnevs himself once been as poor as 
.Toll's turkeys? And hadn't Mr. Chainpneys acknow- 
led-'ed the relationship existing between them, slight 
and di.-^tant though it was? ho d Rave the effrontery 
to look down on one of the ^^itchells of Mitchellsville, 
Soutli Carolina? He’d like to know ! Glenn began to 
dream the rosy drcanifi of twenty. 

It took Nancy somewhat longer to discover the amaz¬ 
ing truth. She was more suspicious and at the same 
time very much more humhlc-mindod than Glenn. But 
suspicion fa*leil and failed beloro his honest passion. 
Ilis agitation, his eagerness, his face that altered so 
swiftlv. so glowingly, whenever she appeared, wovild 
liave told the truth to one duller than Nancy. If Mrs. 
MacGregor could have susjrected that anybody could fall 
in love with Anne Champneys. she must have seen the 
truth, too. But she didn't. She was serenely blind to 
wliat was hapi>eninp under her eyes. 

Nancy never forgot the day she discovered that Glenn 
loved her. Mrs. MacGregor had one of her rare head¬ 
aches. She was a woman who hated to upset the fixed 
routine of life, and as tlieir afternoon outing was one of 
the established laws, she insisted that'Nancy should go. 
though she herself must remain at home. Half fearful, 
half delighted. Nancy went. Glenn had looked at her, 
mutely entreating ; in response to that entreaty she took 
the scat besido him. For some time neither spoke— 
Glenn because ho was too wildly liappy, Nancy because 
she hadn't anything to say. She was curious; she 
waited for him to speak. 

I wonder,” gulped Glenn, presently, ” if you know 
just how happy I am.” 

Nancy said demurely that she didn't know ; but ii 
he w’as happy she was glad : it must be very nice to be 

happy I 
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“ Aren’t you happy?” be ventured. 

Nancy turned pink by way of answer. As a matter 
of fact, she was nearer being happy then than she had 
ever been. They fell into an intimate conversation— 
that is, Glenn talked, and the girl listened. He ex¬ 
plained his hopes, ambitions, prospects. He talked 
eagerly and impetuously. He wished her to understand 
him, to know all about him—what he was, what he 
hoped to be. A boy in love is like that. 

In return for this confidence Nancy explained that 
she hated oatmeal, and Hannah More; some of these 
days she meant to buy every copy of Hannah More she 
could lay her hands on, and burn them. Of herself, 
her past, she said nothing. 

” And so you're going to be a doctor !” she turned the 
conversation back to him, as being much more in¬ 
teresting. 

'■ Yes. Or rather, I'm going to be a great surgeon.” 
And then he asked, smilingly : 

” And you—what do you want to be?” 

■■ I want to be happy,” said Nancy, half fiercely. 

“There isn’t any reason why you shouldn’t be—a 
girl like you.” 

Nancy looked a bit doubtful. But no, he wasn’t 
poking fun. And after a pause, he asked, as one put¬ 
ting himself to the test: 

“Miss Anne—Nancy—do you thidk you could be 
happy—with me?” 

“You?” breathed Nancy, all a>tremblc. She 
thought she could be happier with Glenn than with any¬ 
body else. Why ! there tcasn’i anybody else I That 
is, nobody that cared. She was afraid to say so. But 
her moved and changed face said it for her. 

” Because, if you could be happy with me, w’hy 
shouldn’t you bo?” asked Glenn, brilliantly. But 
Nancy understood, and her heart crowded into her 
throat with delight, and terror, and a sort of agony. Sho 
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felt that hhe loved aud adored this lx)y to dietractiou. She 
would have adored anybody who loved and desired her, 
who found her fair. But she didn't understand that ; 
neither did Glenn. 

"You fare?” said the boy, leaning toward her. 
They were running slow-ly, along a road high above the 
river. " Nancy, you care?” 

Caro? Of course slie cared! She considered him 
the most beautiful and desirable of mortals; she was so 
enraptured, so thrilled with the astounding fact that be 
cared for her, that she couldn't speak, hut looked at him 
with swimming eyes. He brought the car to a stop, 
. 8li[)pcd HM arm around her shoulder, and drew her close. 
She know that something momentous was going to 
happen to her, and looked at him, full of a sweet terror. 
"I lose you!” said (llenn, and kissed her on the 
ipout]i. ' 

> . Jtis beard was the ghost of down on his cheek ; her 

' hair hung in a braid to her waist; their kiss was tlie kiss 
of youth—tender, pa8.sionately pure. Everything but 
!• tliat morning face, pale with young emotion, looking at 
her with enamoured eyes, vanished from her mind; 
j fvervlhing else counte'd lor nothing, wont like cliulT 
upon the wind. 'The one fact alone remained : 6'/rnn 
• ( loved her I Her senses were in a delicious tumult from 
|h^ power and the glory of it : Glenn loved her I It was 
as if a skylark si*ng in her breast, ns if she walked in a 
rosy and new-born world. Had Nancy been called upon 
^ to die for him then, she wouhl have gone to her death 
shining-eyed, fleet-footed, joyous. 

” I love you, I love you 1” Glenn repeated it like a 
litany. Nancy ! Does it make you as happy because 
I love you as it makes me because you love me?” 

Oh, ten thousand times ten thousand times more!” 
said fervently. 

' ”1 think it was your hair I fell in love with, first 

•f* of},” he fold her presently. ” I have never seen a girl 



c 






THE BKIGHT SHADOW 197 

with such hair, and such a lot of it. I’m crazy about 
your hair, Nancy.” 

“ I think you must be,” she agreed whole-heartedly. 
She wasn’t vain, his girl! 

They had no more plans than birds or flowers have. 
I^lenty of time for sober planning by and by, when one 
grew accustomed to the sweet miracle of being beloved 
as much as one loved ! Glenn simply took it for gi’anted 
he was going to marry her. He had known her all of 
three months—a lifetime, really !—and she had allowed 
him to kiss her, had admitted she cared. He supposed 
they would have to wait until be bad been through his 
training and won that coveted degree. Until then, they 
would keep their beautiful secret to themselves; they 
didn’t wish to share it with anybody, yet. 

It w’as only when she was alone in her room that night 
that Nancy realized the true situation that confronted 
her. On the one side was Glenn, dear, wonderful 
Glenn, who loved her. On the other was Peter Champ 
neys, who had married her as she had married him, for 
the Champneys money. Peter Champneys! who de¬ 
spised her, and whom she must consider a barrier 
between herself and whatever happiness life might offer 
her! She could understand how Glenn had made his 
mistake. Nobody liad explained Peter to him. To tell 
him the truth now meant to lose him. She was like a 
person dying of thirst, yet forbidden*to drink the cup 
of cold water extended to her. 

Wasn't it wiser to take what life offered, drain the 
cup, and let come what might? Why not snatch her 
chance of happiness, even though it should bo brief? 
Suppose one waited? Deep in her heart was the hope 
that something would happen fhat would save her; 
youth always hopes something is going to happen that 
will save it. Wasn’t it possible Peter might fall in love 
with somebody, and divorce her? One saw how very 
possible indeed such a thing was ! For the present, let 
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Glenn love lier. It was the most important and neces¬ 
sary thin" in tho world that Glenn should love her. 
W’liat harm was she doing in letting Glenn love her? 
Particularly when Peter Chanipneys didn't, never 
would, any more than she ever could or would love Peter 
C'hampneys. 

Even Mrs. AfacGregor noticed the change taking 
jdaco in Anne C'hampneys. The girl had more colour 
and animation, and at times she even ventured to ex¬ 
press her own opinions, which were strikingly shrewd 
and fresh and original. Her eyes had grown sweeter 
and dearer, now that she no longer slitted them, and 
her mouth wa^ learning to curve smilingly. Decidedly, 
Anno was vastly improved ! And her manner had 
subtly changed, too: she was beginning to show an 
individuality that wasn’t without a nascent fascination. 

Mrs. MacGregor plumed herself upon the improve¬ 
ment in her pupil, which she ascribed to her own 
civilizing and potent influence, for she was a God-fear¬ 
ing w'oman. She didn’t understand that the greatest 
Power in heaven and earth was at work with Nancy. 

Rut although Glenn became daily more enamoured 
of the girl, bo wasn’t so satisfied with things as they 
wore. He couldn’t say that Nancy really avoided him, 
of course. Ho drove her and Mrs. MacGregor, whom 
at times he wished in Jericho, out in the car every after¬ 
noon. Ho sat opposite her at table thrice daily. Some¬ 
times in the evening ho spent an hour or two with her 
and Mrs. AfacGregor, before going to his own room to 
study. But it so happened that he never was able to 
see her alone any more; and Nancy certainly made no 
eflort to bring about that desirable situation. This 
made him restive and at the same time increased his 
passion for her. 

For her part, she was perfectly content just to look 
at him, to know that he was near. But Glenn was 
more impatient. He wanted the fragrance of her hair 



199 


THE BRIGHT SHADOW 


( 


/ 


agiiinst Itis shoulder; he wanted the straight, strong 
young body in his arms; he wished to kies her. And 
she held aloof. Although she no longer veiled her eyes 
from him, although he was quite sure she loved him, she 
was alway.s tantalizingly out of his reach. She didn t 
seem to understand the lover’s desire to be alone with 
the beloved, he thought. He grew moody. The 
weeks seemed years to his ardent and impetuous spirit. 
One night, liappening to need a book he had noticed in 
the library, he went after it. And there—oh, blessed 
vision !—sat Nancy 1 She had been sleepless and restless, 
and had stolen out of her room for something to read 
that hadn't been selectee! by Mrs. MacGregor. It was 
rather late, but finding the quiet library pleasanter to 
her mood than her own room, she curle«l up in a com¬ 
fortable chair and began to read. The l)Ook was 
Hardy’s ” Tess,” and its strong and sombre passion 
and tragedy filled her with pity and terror. Something 
in her was roused bv the story ; she felt that she under¬ 
stood and suffered with that simple and passionate soul. 

She looked up, startled, as Glenn entered the room. 
He came to lier swiftly, his arms outstretched, his face 

" You 1” he cried, radiant and elate. “ You !” 

Nancy rose, torn between the desire to retreat, and to 
fling herself into those waiting arms. Glenn left her 
no choice. Ho seized her. roughly and masterfully, 
and held her close, pressing her against his body. His 
lips fastened upon hers. Nancy closed her eyes and 
shivered. She felt email and helpless, a leaf before the 
'Wind, and she was afraid. 

“ Nancy !’* he whispered. “ Nancy 1 You've got to 
marry me. We'll just have to risk it, degree or no 
degree ! What’s the use of waiting all our lives, maybe, 
when we love each other? When will you marry mo, 

Nancy?” . , , 1 . 1 . 1 

She knew then that she had to tell him the truth, and 

she trembled. j" 

‘"P ir/TT,. y/CTj cLiC 
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“Glenn. 1—I-“ she stiimmered. Her tongue 

seeiTied to cleave to the roof of her mouth. 

“Soon? Sav VOS, N’ancv ! I'm crazv about you,don't 

vou know that? Whv don’t vou say when, Nancy?" 

• * • » * 

She felt desperate, as if some force were closing in 
upon lier, relentlessly. She liad to speak, and yet she 
couUln't. Slie tried to escape from the arras that held 
her, but they clasped lier all the closer. His eager lips 
closed on hers. 

“Nancy! .\h. darling, why not let everything go 
and man v me at once?" 

.\h, why not, indeed? .\s if Peter Champneys had 
reached acros.s the sea to divide her and Glenn, a stern 
voice answered Glenn’s (juestion. 

“ Borause she has a husband already," it said harshly. 
Chalky white, with blazing eyes, Chadwick Chainpneys 
confronted Peter’s wife in another man’s arms. " She 

married to my nephew, Peter Chnrapneya. Is it pos¬ 
sible you do not know?" 

Glenn's arms dropped. Intuitively he moved away 
from her. His visage blanched, and he stored at her 
strangely. 

" Nancy, is this thing true?" 

Nancy nodded. She said in a lifeless voice: "Oh 

yes, it’s true. I was trying to tell you, but-" And 

then she broke into a cry : " Glenn, you don’t under¬ 
stand 1 Glenn, listen, please listen! I did love yoa,. 
1 do love you, Glenn! You—you don’t know—you 
don't understand-" 

The hoy staggered. He was an honourable, clean- 
souled boy, heir to old heritages of pride, and faith, 
and chivalry. A dull, shamed red crept from cheek to 
brow, replacing bis pallor. His gesture, as he turned 
away from her, made her fee) as if she ha4 been struck 
across the face. She .winced. She saw herself judged 
aud condemned. 

"Mr. Champneys," stammered Qlenn, painfully, 
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“ surely you know I uiulerstand—dou t you? 1 

—we—fell in love, sir. We'd meant to wait—that s 
why I didn’t come to you at once—but I—that is, I was 
very much in love with lier, and I was going to make a 
clean breast of it and ask yo\i what we’d better do. 

And vou’re not to think I'm - dishonourable-” he 

choked over the word. 

Knowing the Iroy’s breed, Chainj^neys laid a not un¬ 
kindly hand on bis shoulder. 

" I sec how it w’as,” he said. .Nnd—I guess you’ie 

piHiished enough, without any reproaches from me." 

Glenn turned to Nancy. " Why did you do it?" he 
cried. " I loved you, I trusted you. Nancy, why did 
vou do such a thing—to me?" 

She twisted her fingers. Well, this was the end. 
She was to he thrust out of the new briglitness, back 
into the drab drearinesH, the emptiness that was h«*r 
fate. She lifted tragic eyes. 

" I never expected )'ou to love me. But when you 
did—I juHt had to let you ! Nobody else cared—over. 
And I loved you for lonng me—I couldn’t help it, 
Glenn; I couldn’t help it!’’ Her voice broke. She 
stood tiiere, twisting her fingers. 

An old, wise, kind woman, or an old priest who had 
Been and forgiven much, or men who knew and pitied 
youth, would have understood. Neither of the men to 
whom she spoke realized the significance of that 
childishly pitiful confession. Champneys felt that she 
had shaiiied his name, belittled the sacred Family which 
was his fetish ; Glenn thought she had made a fool of 
him for her owm amusement. Never again would he 
trust a woman, he told himself. And in his pain and 
shame, his smarting sense of having been duped, his 
hideous revulsion of feeling, ho spoke out brutally. 
Nancy was left in no doubt as to the estimatioi) in w'hich 
he now held her. And she understood that it was his 
' pride, even more than his love, that suffered. 
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Sbe made no further attempt to explain or to excul- 
pate herself; what the un>? She knew that had 
they changed places, had Glenn been in her shoes and 
fslie in bis. lier judgment had not been thus swift and 
merciless. Her larger love would have understood, and 
pitied, and forgiven. Pride! They talked of Pride, 
and they talked of Name. But she could only feel that 
the one love she had ever known, or perhaps ever was to 
know, was going from her, must go from her, unfor¬ 
giving. asS if she had done it some irreparable wrong. 
Slie looked from one wTathful, accusing face to the 
other, like a child that has been beaten. How could 
Glenn, who had seemed to love her so greatly, turn 
against her so instantly? Nob even—Peter Champneys 
—had looked at her as Glenn was looking at her now’! 
.\nd of a sudden she felt cold, and old, and sad, and 
inexpressibly tired. So this was what men were like, 
then! They always blamed. .\nd they never, never 
understood- She would not forget. 

She checked the impulse to cry aloud to Glenn, to 
try once more to make him understand. Her eyes 
darkened, and two bright spots burnt in her checks. 
Without a further word or glanco she walked out of the 
room and left the two standing close together. So 
stepped Anne Champneys into her womanhood. 

She locked her door upon herself. Then she went 
over, after her fashion, and stared at herself in her 
mirror. The herself staring back at her startled her— 
the flushed cheeks, the mouth like coral, the eyes glow¬ 
ing like jewels under straight black brows. Tlie ropes 
of red hair seemed alive, too; the whole figure radiated 
a personality that could be dynamic, once its powers 
should be fully aroused. 

She viewed the woman in the glass impersonally, as 
if it had been a stranger’s face looking at her. That 
vivid creature couldn’t be Nancy Simms, not quite three 
years ago the Baxter slavey, the same Nancy that Peter 
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Champnej’s bad shrunk from with aversion, and tli.it 
Glenn had repudiated to-night I 

“Yes—it's me," she murmured. " Btit I ain't—I 
mean 1 am not really ugly any more. I'm—I don’t 
know just tchat I am—or whether 1 ought to like or hate 

me-" But even while she shook her head, the face 

in the glass changed; the mouth drooped, the colour 
faded, the light in the eyes went out. '■ But whatever 
I am, Tm not enough to make anybody keep on loving 
me." Then, because she was just a girl, and a very- 
bewildered, sad, and undisciplined girl, she put her red 
head down on her dressing-table and wept despairingly. 

The nest morning Mr. Champneys explained to the 
concerned and regretful Mrs. MacGregor that Mr. 
Mitchell had been called away suddenly last night, and 
didn't think he would be able to return. I'he ladies 
were to accept Mr. Mitchell’s regrets that he hadn’t 
been able to bid them good-bye in person. Mr. Chamj)- 
neys bowed for Mr. Mitchell, in a very stately manner. 
He went on with his breakfast, wliile Nancy made a 
pretence of eating hers, hating life and wishing with 
youthful intensity that she was dead, and Glenn with 
fior. His empty place mocked and tortured her. Ho 
had gone, and he didn’t, wouldn’t, couldn't understand. 
She could never, never hope to make Glenn understand ! 
She rather expected Mr. Champneys to sit in judgment 
ujxin her that morning, but a w’liole week passed before 
Hoichi brought the message that Mr. Champneys 
wished to see her in the library. Her uncle was stand¬ 
ing by the window when she entered, and he turned and 
bowed to her politely. He was thinner, gaunter, more 
Don Quixotish than usual. If only be had been kind ! 
But his face was set, and hers instinctively hardened 
to match it, 

"Nancy,” he began directly, "I have not sent for 
you to load you with reproaches for your inexplicable con¬ 
duct. But I must say this : deliberately to deceive and 
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befool an honest ''cntlcinan, to trifle with his affections 
out of mere gioedy vanity, is so base that 1 have no 
\>ords stronfi enovigh to condemn it.” 

" 1 didn't !nean to fool him. He fooled himself, and 
I let him do it,” said she, dully. He thought her list- 
lessncss indifference, and any bluntness in moral tone 
in A woman scandalized him. He could understand a 
Mrs. MacGregor, who was without subtleties; or soft, 
loving, courageous women like Milly and bis sister-in- 
law, Peter’s mother. But this girl he couldn’t fathom. 
He beat his hands together, helplessly. 

“ I—you - he groaned. And then ; ” Oh, Peter, 

uhat have I done to you !” 

■' I can't see you’ve done anything to him, except 
pay him to go away and learn how to make something 
out of himself,” returned Nancy, practically. It 
brought him up short. ” Uncle Chadwick, please keep 
quiet for a few minutes : 1 want you to listen to me.” 
She met hia eyes fully. ” I didn’t do Glenn Mitchell 
anv veal harm : he’ll fall in love with somebody else 
pretty soon. I suppose it's easy for Glenn to love 
people because it’s easier for j>eople to love Glenn. And 
lie's done me this much gooil : I w’on’t be so ready to 
believe it's easy for folks to love me. Uncle Chadwick. 
1 guess I'm the sort they mostly— don't. I’ll not for¬ 
get.” She spoke without bitterness, even W’ith dignity. 
“One thing more, please. If ever Peter Champneys 
finds out ho loves somebody, and he’ll let me know. I’ll 
give him his freedom. Fortune or no fortune. I won’t 
hold him. I know now—a little—what loving some- 
hody means,” she finished, p.. 

Her voice was so steady, her eyes so clear and direct, 
lier manner so contained, that he was uncomfortably 
impressed. He felt put upon the defensive. As a 
matter of fact, in his first anger and surprise at what 
he still considered her shameless behaviour, he had 
seriously considered the advisability of having Peter's 
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marriage annulled. As soon as he had become calmer, 
his pride and obstinacy rejected such a course. After 
all, no harm had been done. She waa very young. 
And he hoped Glenn’s outspoken condemnation had 
taught her a needed and salutary lesson. Looking at 
her this morning, he realized that she had been 
punished. But that she should so calmly speak of 
divorcing Peter, of making way for some other woman, 
horrified him. 

“You are talking immoral nonsense!” he .said, 
ungi'ily. “Let him go, indeed! Divorce your hus¬ 
band ! What are we coming to? In ray day marriage 
w'as binding. No respectable husband or wife ever 
dreamed of divorce !” 

“ But they were real husbands and wives, weren’t 
they?” a.sked Nancy. 

“ All Imsbands and waves are real husbands and 
xvives!” he thundered. 

She considered this—and him—carefully. “Then 
you don’t want Mr. Peter Champneys and me ever to 
be divorced? I thought maybe you might.’’ 

” I forbid you even to think such wickedness,” cried 
he, alarmed. ” \ girl of your age talking in such a 
manner! It’s scandalous, that’s what it is—scan¬ 
dalous I Shows the dry-rot of our national moral sense, 
when the very children”—he glared at Nancy— 
■” gabble about divorce !” 

” Then I—I mean, things are jiist to go along, the 
same as they have been?” She looked at him plead¬ 
ingly. 

For a few minutes he drummed on the library table 
•with his thin brown fingers. His busby brows con¬ 
tracted. He asked unexpectedly : 

“Would you like to go away for a while? 'J'o 
travel?” 

” Where?” 

"Where? Why, anywhere! There’s a whole 
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world to travel iu, isu’t there? Well, take Mrs. Mac¬ 
Gregor and travel around in it, then.” 

Slie shook her head. 

What's the use? Anywhere I went I’d have to go 
witli »M’. wouldn't I? And I can’t seem to like the idea 
of travelling around with Mrs. MacGregor, either.” 

What do YOU want, then?” 

’■ I don’t know,” said she, in a low voice. And she 
added : ” So I think I might just as well stay right on 
here at home, if it's all the same to you.” 

” Well, if it pleases you, of course-” he began 

douhtfullv. 

" If I do stay, you needn't be afraid I’ll fall in love 
with anvhodv else vou hire,” said she, with a faint 
Hush. ” I’m only a fool the same way once.” Her 
lK)nil)-shell directness all but stunned him. He stam- 
meretl, confusedly : 

” Why—very well then, very well then I Quite sol 
I see exactly what you mean ! I—ah—am very glad 
wo understand each other.” But as the door closed 
behind her, ho mumbled to himself : 

” Now, that was a devil of an interview, wasn’t it! 
What’s come over the girl? .^nd what’s the matter 
w’ith me?” After a while be telephoned Mr. Jason 
Vandervelde. 

Everything went on as usual in the orderly, luxurious 
liousc, for some ten quiet months or so. And then one 
menjorable morning at the breakfast-table Mr. Champ- 
neys suddenly gasped and slid down in his chair. Nancy 
and Hoichi carried him into the library and placed him 
on a lounge. He opened his eyes once, and stared into 
hers with something of bis old imperiousness. She 
took his hand, pitifully, and bent down to him. 

'•Yes, Uncle ChadWk?” 

But he didn't speak—to her. His eyes wandered 
past her. His lips trembled into a whisper of ” Milhj!” 
With that he went out to the wife of his youth. 



CHAPTER XIV 

SWAN FEATHERS 

While Mr. Chadwick Charnpucys was alive, Nancy 
had been able to feel that there wa^ someone to whom 
she, in a way, belonged. Now that ho was gone, she 
felt as if she had been detached from all human ties, 
for she couldn't consider Peter as belonging. Peter 
wasn’t coming home, of course. He w’as content to 
leave his business interests in the safe hand.s of Mr. 
Jason Vandervelde, and the trust company that had the 
Chainpneys estate in charge. .A last addition to Mr. 
Champneys’s will had made the lawyer the guardian of 
Mr.s. Peter Champneys until she was twenty-five. 

While he was putting certain of his late client’s per* 
sonal affairs in order, Mr. Van<lei^’eldc necessarily came 
•in contact with young Mrs. Peter. The oftcner he met 
her, the more interested the shrewd and kindly man 
became in Anne Champneys. Wlien he first saw her in 
the black she had donned for her uncle, the unusual 
quality of her personal appearance struck him with some 
astonishment. 

“Why, she’s grown handsome 1“ he thought with 
surprise. “Or maybe she’s going to be handsome. 
Or maybe she's not, either. Whatever she is, she cer* 
tainly can catch the human eye 1“ 

He remembered her as she had apjieared on her- 
wedding-day, and his respect for Chadwick Champneys’s 
far-sighted perspicacity grew : the old roan certainly 
had had an unerring sense of values. The girl had a 
mind of her own, too. .At times her judgment surprised 
him with its elemental clarity, its penetrating sound¬ 
ness. The power of thinking for herself hadn't been 
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oducated out of her; she had not been stodged with 
other people’s—mostly dead people 8—thoughts, there¬ 
fore she luod room for her own. He reflected that a 
little wholesome neglect might be adJed to the modern 
curriculum with great advantage to the youthful mind. 

Her isolation, the deadly monotony of her daily life, 
horrified him. He realized that she should have other 
companionship than Mrs. MacGregor’s, shrewdly su^ 
pecting that as a teacher that lady had passed the limit 
of usefulness some time since. Somehow, the im- 
jvernieable perfection of Mrs. MacGregor exasperated 
.Mr. Vandcrvelde almost to the i>ointof throwing things 
at her. She made him understand why there is more 
joy in heaven over one sinner saved, than over ninety 
and nine just j>orsons. Ho could understand just how 
welcome to a bored heaven that sinner must be! And 
think of that poor girl living with this human work of 
sTipercrogation I 

“ Why, sho might just as well be in heaven at once I” 
lie thought, and shuddered. “ I’ve got to do something 
about it.” 

Marcia,” he wud to Ins wife, ”1 want you to help 
me out with Mrs. Peter Champnoys. Call on her. 
'Falk to her. Then tell me what to do for her. She’s 
changed—^heaps—in three years. She's—well, I think 
she's an unusual person, Marcia.” 

\ few days later Mi's. Jason Vandervelde colled on 
Mia. Peter Clininpnoys, and at sight of Nnncy'ln her 
black frock experienced something of the emotion that 
had moved her husband. Sho felt inclined to rub her 
eyes. And then she w’iahed to smile, remembering how 
unnecessarily sorry she and Jason had been for young 
Peter Cbampneys. 

Marcia Vandervelde was an immensely clever and 
capable woman; perhaps that partly explained her 
husband's great success. She looked at the girl before 
her, and realized her jKjssibilities. Mrs. Peter was for 
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the tirae being virtually a young widow, she had no 
relatives, and she was co-heir to the Champneys mil¬ 
lions. Properly trained, she should have a brilliant 
social career ahead of her. And here she was shut up— 
in a really beautiful house, of course—with nobody but 
an insufferable frump of an unimportant Mrs. Mac¬ 
Gregor! The situation stirred Mrs. Vandervelde’s 
imagination and appealed to her executive ability. 

Mrs. Vander%-elde liked the way she wore her hair, 
in thick red plaits wound around the bead and pinned 
flat. It had a medieval effect, which suited her colour¬ 
ing. Her black dress was soft and lustreless. She 
wore no jewellery, not even a ring. There were shadows 
under her grave, gray-green eyes. Altogether she 
looked individual, astonishingly young, and pathetically 
alone. Mrs. Vandervelde's interest was aroused. 
Skilfully she tried to draw the girl out. and was re¬ 
lieved to discover that she wasn't talkative: nor was 
she awkward. She sat with her hands on the arms of 
her chair, restfully ; and while you spoke, you could see 
that she weighed what you were saying, and you. 

“I am going to like this girl, I think,” Marcia 
Vandervelde told herself, .^nd she looked at Nancy 
with the affectionate eyes of the creative artist who secs 
his material to his hand. 

” Jason,” she said to her husband, some time later, 
*■ what would you think if I should tell you I wished to 
take Anne Champneys abroad with me?” 

■ ■ I’d say it was the finest idea ever—if you meant it.' ’ 

” T do mean it. My dear man, with proper handling 
one might make something that approaches a classic 
out of that girl. There’s something elemental in her; 
she’s like a bircli-trco in spring, and like the earth it 
gi-owB in, too, if you see what I mean. I v^-ant to try 
my hand on her. I hate to see her spoiled.” 

'* It’s mighty decent of you, Marcia 1” said he grate¬ 
fully. 


14 



210 


THE PURPLE HEIGHTS 

'■ Oh, you know how bored I get at times, Jason. I 
need something real to engage my energies. I fancy 
.‘\nno riiampneys will supply the needed stimulus. I 
shall love to watch her reactions: she's not a fool, and 
1 shall he amused. If she managed to do so well with 
nobody hut poor old Mr. Champneys and that dreary 
M:u‘Oregor woman, think what she'll be when / get 
through with her!" 

Vandorveldo said respectfully: “You’re a brick, 
Marcia! If she patterns herself on you-’’ 

“ If she piitterns herself on anylwdy bijt herself, I'll 
wasli my hands of her! It’s because I thiiik she won’t 
that I'm willing to help her.” said his wife, crisply. 

Some six weeks later the Champneys house had been 
close<l indefinitely, the premises put in charge of the 
eflicient Hoichi, and Mrs. MacGregor bonused and an* 
other excellent position secured for her, and Mrs. Peter 
Champneys was making her homo with her guardian 
and his wife. 

She might have moved into another w’orld, so dif¬ 
ferent was everything—as different, say, ns was tlie acrid 
eountonanco of Mrs. MacGregor from the fresh-skinned, 
clear-eyed, clever, handsome face of Marcia Vander- 
velde. Everything interested Nancy. Her senses were 
acutely alert. Just to watch* Mrs. Vondervelde, bo 
calm, so poised and efficient, gave her a sense of pliysical 
well-being. She had never really liked, or deeply ad¬ 
mired. or trusted any other woman, and the real depths 
of lier feeling for this one surprised her. Mrs. Vander- 
velde possessed the supreme gift of putting others at 
their ease; she had t^ct, and was at the same time 
sincere and kind. Nancy found herself at home in this 
fine house in which life moved largely and colour- 
fully. 

A maid had been secured for her, whom Mrs. Vander- 
velde pronounced a treasure. Then came skilful and 
polite persons who did things to her skin and hair, with 
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astouuding results. After that came the selection of 
her wardrobe, under Mrs. Vandervelde's critical super¬ 
vision. Although the frocks were black, with only a 
white evening gown or two for relief, Nancy felt as if 
she were clothed in a rosy and delightful dream. She 
had never even imagined such things as these black 
frocks were. When sbe saw herself in them she was 
silent, though the super-sale.swomeu exclaimed, and 
Mrs. Vaudervelde smiled a gratified smile. 

I am going to keep her strictly in the background 
lor the time being, Jason,” she exj)laine(l to iiei liu.--- 
band. “As she’s already married, she can afford to 
wait a year—or even two. I mean her to bo perfect. 
I mean her to be absolutely sure. She’s going to be a 
sensation. Jason, have you ever seen anything to ecpial 
her team-work? When T tell her what I want her to 
do, she looks at me for a moment—and then does it. 
One thing I must say for old Mr. Cluimpncys and that 
MacGregor woman : they certainly knew how to lay a 
firm foundation !” 

Nancy was perfectly willing to remain in the back¬ 
ground. She was interested in people only as an on¬ 
looker. She responded instantly to Mrs. Vandenelde’s 
suggestions and instructions, and carried them out with 
an intelligent thoroughness that at times made her 
mentor gasp. It gave her a definite object to work for, 
and kept her from thinking too much about Glenn 
Mitchell. And she didn’t want to think about Glenn 
Mitchell. It hurt. She watched with a quiet wonder 
—quite as if it had been a stranger to whom all this was 
liappening—the change being wrought in herself; the 
imniense difference intelligent care, perfectly selected 
clothes, and the background of a beautif»il house can 
make not only in one’s appearance but in one’s thoughts. 
Sometimes she would stare at the perfectly appointed 
dinner-table, with its softly shaded lights; she would 
look, reflectively, from Marcia Vandervelde’s smartly 
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coiffured head to her husband s tine, aristocratic face, 
the reffective glance would trail around the beautiful 
room, rest appreciatively uiwn the impressive butler, 
come back to the food set before her, and a fugitive smile 
would touch her lips and linger in her eyes. There 
were times when she felt that she herself was the only 
real thing among shadows; as if all these pleasant things 
must vanish, and only her lonesome self remain. She 
watched with a certain wistfulness the few penjde she 
knew. Marcia, now—so admired, so sure, with so 
many interests, so many friends, and with .Fason 
Vnndervelde’s (juiet love always hers—did she ever have 
that haunting sense of the impennanence of all posses¬ 
sions ; of having, in the end. nothing but herself? 

" What are you thinking, when you look at me like 
that?” Marcia osked her one evening, smilingly. She 
was as curious about Nancy as Nancy was abolit her. 

" I was just—wondering.” 

” .\bout what?” 

” I was wondering if you were ever lonely?” said 
Nancy, truthfully. "I mean, as if all this”—they 
were in the drawing-room then, and she made a ge.sture 
that included everything in it—” just yow know, 

all the things yon have—and—and the people you know 
—weren't real. They go. And nothing stays hut just 
ijou. You, all by yourself.” She leaned for\vard, her 
eyes big and earnest. 

Marcia Vandervelde stared at her. After a moment 
she said, tentatively : ” There are always things; things 
one has, things one does. There are always other 

people.” 

” Yes, or there wouldn't bo you, either. But what I 
mean is, they go. And you stay, don’t you?” She 
paused, a pucker between her brows, ” AH by yourself,” 

she finished, in a low voice. 

“ Does that make you afraid?” asked Mrs. Vander¬ 
velde. 
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•‘Oh, no! Why should it? It just makes me— 
wonder.” 

Mrs. Vandervelde said quietly: “I understand. 
Nancy felt grateful to her. 

.V few days later Mrs. Vandervelde s;ud to bor 
casually : ‘‘ An old fiiend of ours dines with us to-night, 
Anne—Mr. Berkeley Hayden, one of the most charm¬ 
ing men in the world. 1 think you will like him. 

Ivlrs. V’andervelde always said that Berkeley Hayden 
was the most critical man of her acquaintance, and that 
his taste was infallible. Re hud an unerring sense of 
proportion, and that mii-acle of judgment which is good 
taste. He was one of those fortunate people who, as 
the saying goes, are l>orn with a gold spoon in the 
mouth. Unlike most inheritors of great wealth, he not 
only spent freely but ailded even nmre freely to the 
ancestral holdings. He was moneyed enough to do »s 
he pleased wutliout being considered eccentric : he couhl 
even afford to be {esthetic, and to prefer Epicurus to St. 
Raul. He had a highly important collection of modern 
paintings, and an even more valuable one of Tajiagra 
figurines, old Greek coins, and medieval church plate. 
He bad, too, the reputation of being the most gun-shy 
and bullet-proof of social lions. At thirty be was a 
handsome, well-groomed, rather bored personage, with 
Bleekly-bru8he<l blond hair and a short moustache. He 
looked important, and one suspected that he must have 
been at some painsto keep his waist line so inconspicuous. 
For the rest, he was as really cultivated and pleasing a 
pagan as one may find, and so wittily ironical he might 
have been mistaken for a Frenchman. 

Mrs. Vandervelde had planned that he should be the 
only guest. She knew this would please him, as well 
as suit her own purpose, which was that he should see 
voung Mrs. Peter Champneys. She was curious to 
learn what impression Anne would create, and if 
Berkeley Hayden’s judgment would coincide with her 
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own. She had informe<l liim that Jason's ward was 
stoppii)}’ with them ; would, in fact, go abroad with her 
sliortiv. Mr. Hayden was not interested. He thought 
a ward rather a bore for the Vanderveldes. 

He was standing with his back to the mantel, facing 
the door, when Nancy entered Ihe room. In the filmy 
black ^Irs. \'nndervelde had selected for her, tall and 
slim, she paused for the fraction of a second and lifted 
her cool, shining, inscrutable green eyes to his lazy blue 
ones. Mrs. Vandervelde had prevailed upon her to 
retain her own fashion of wearing her hair in plaits 
wound aro^nd her head, and tlie new maid had managed 
to soften the severity of the style and so heightened its 
cfTectivencss. A small string of black pearls was around 
her throat, and pendants of tho same beautiful jewels 
hung from her ears. Berkeley Hayden started, and his 
eves widened. Mrs. Vandervelde, who had been watch¬ 
ing him intently, sighed im|>erceptihly. 

'• I wasn’t mistaken, then,” she thought, and smiled 
to herself. 

She could have hugged Anne Champneys for her l>eau- 
tifully unconscious manner. Of course tho girl didn t 
understand she was being signally honoured and 
favoured by Hayden’s openly interested notice, but 
Marcia rcfiectcd amusedly that it wouldn’t have made 
nine!) difference if Anne had known. Ho didn’t in¬ 
terest her, except casually and impersonally. She 
thought him a very good-looking man, in his way, but 
rather old : say all of thirty—and Glenn Mitchell had 
been handsome, and romantic, and twenty. Young 
Mrs. Champneys; then, didn’t respond to Mr. Berkeley 
Hayden’s notice gratefully, pleasedly, flutteringly, ns 
other women—and many older ones—did. This one 
paid a more flattering attention to Mr. Jason Vander- 
veldo than to him. But he had seen other women play 
that game; he wondered for a moment if this one were 
designing. But he was himself too cleVer not to under- 
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stand that this was real indifference. Then he \son- 
dered if she might be—horrible thought!—stupid. lie 
was forced to di.smiss that suspicion, too. She wasu t 
stupid. The truth didn’t occur to him—that he him¬ 
self was spoiled. It provoked him, too, that he couldn't 
make her talk. 

Mrs. Vandervelde smiled to herself again. Berkeley 
was deliberately trying to make himself agreeable, some¬ 
thing he did not often have to trouble himself to do. 
He was at his best only when be was really interested 
or amused, and he was at his best to-night. He aroused 
lier admiration, drew the fire of her own wit and 
raillery, stung even quiet Jason into unwonted anima¬ 
tion. Anne Champueys looked from one to the other, 
concealing the fact that at times their conversation was 
over her head. She didn’t always understand them. 
The sense of their unreality in relation to herself came 
upon her. Slie turned to watch this strange man who 
was saying things that puzzled her, and he mot her eyes, 
as Glenn Mitchell had once met them. She wasn't 
looking at him as she had looked at Glenn, but Berkeley 
Hayden’s sophisticated, well-trained, wary heart gave 
an unprecedented, unmannerly jump when those green 
eyes sought to fathom him. 

Marcia spoke of their proposed stay abroad. She had 
gone to school in Florence, and she retained a passionate 
affection for the old city, and showed her delight at the 
prospect of revisiting it. 

"This will be your first visit to Italy, Mrs. Champ- 
neys?” asked Hayden. 

" Yes." 

" I envy you. But you mustn’t allow yourself to be 
weaned away from your own country. You must come 
back to New York.” He smiled into her eyes—Berke¬ 
ley Hayden's famous smile. 

" Yes, I suppose I must,” said Nancy, without en¬ 
thusiasm. 
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lie felt puzzled. Was slic unthinkably simple and 
natural, or was she immeasurably deep? Was her ap¬ 
parent utter unconsciousness of the effect she produced 
a superfine art? He couldn’t decide. 

lie usually knew exactly why any certain woman 
pleased him. Ho had usually demanded beauty ; he 
had worshipped beauty all his life. But beauty must go 
hand in hand with intellectual tjualities; he hated a fool. 
To-night he found himself puzzled. He couldn’t toll 
exactly wliy Anne Uhainpncys pleased him. Studying 
her critically, he decided that she was not Ireautifnl. 
lie could not even call her pretty. Perhaps it was her 
unuHualness. But wherein was she so unusual? He 
had met women with rod hair and w'hite skin and gray- 
green eyes beforo—women far, far more-soductive than 
.Tason’s ward. Yet not one of them all ha<l so pot-ently 
grip|>ed his imagination. 

Mrs. Vandeneld© was a brilliant pianist, and after 
dinner Hayden begged her to play. Under cover of the 
music, he watched Mrs. Chainpneys. She was sitting 
almost opposite him, and he could observe her changing 
countenance. Nancy was beginning to love and under¬ 
stand good music. Mon create music; w’omen receive 
and carry’ it as they receive and caiTV life. It is quite a« 
much a part of themselves. 

Nancy’s eyes shadowed. She leaned back lu her 
chair, and the man watched the curve of her white cheek 
and throat, and the thick braids of her red hair. She 
had forgotten his presence. He was saying to himselfi 
with something of wonder, “ No, she’s not beautiful: 
but, my God ! bow rral she is !” w’hen, subtly drawn by 
the intensity of his gaze, she turned, looked at him with 
her clouded eyes, and smiled vaguely. Still smiling, 
she turned her head again and gave herself up to listen¬ 
ing, unconscious that destiny had clapped her upon the 
shoulder. 

The man sat quite still. It had come to him with (he 
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suddenness ol a Jightniug stroke, and bis first feehug 
was one of stunned amaze!!»eut, and an almost incredu¬ 
lous resentment. He had gone to and fro in the earth 
and walked up and down iu it, comfortably immune, an 
amused and ironic looker-on. .And now, at thirty, with¬ 
out rhyiiie or reason he had fallen iu love with a red- 
haired young woman of whom he knew absolutely 
nothing, beyond the bare fact that she was Jason Van- 

dervelde’s ward. A woman who didn't conform to anv 

% 

standai'd he had ever set for himself, whose mind was a 
closed book to him, of whose very existence he had been 
ignorant until ttvnight. Old I.)ame Destiny must have 
sniggered when she thrust Mrs. Peter Chainpneys, n^e 
Nancy Simms, into the exqxiisitely ordered life of Mr. 
Berkeley Hayden ! 

He presently discovered Irom Jason all that the 
trustee of the Champneys estate knew of Mrs. Peter, 
which really wasn’t very much, as the lawyer and his 
wife had never seen Nancy until the morning of her 
marriage. And he didn’t have much to say about her 
as she was then. Hayden gathered that it was a mar¬ 
riage of convenience, for family reasons—to keep the 
money in tlie family. Ho asked a few questions about 
Peter, whom Vandervelde thought a likely young fellow 
enough, but whom Hayden fancied must be a poor sort 
—probably a freak with a pseudo-artistic temperament. 
There couldn’t have been very mucli love lost between a 
husband and wife who had consented to so singular a 
separation. Hayden had a very poor opinion of Mr. 
Peter Champneys! But he was fiercely glad it hadn’t 
been a love-match, glad that that other man’s claini 
upon Anne was at the best nominal, tliat theirs was a 
mamuge in name only. 

Ho saw her several times before her departure, and 
came no nearer to understanding lier. The night before 
they sailed he gave a dinner in his apartment, an old 
aunt of his, more enchanting at sixty than at sixteen. 
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being the only other guest. That apartment with its 
brocaded walls and its marvellous furniture was a revela¬ 
tion to Nancy. It was like an opened door to her. 

She looked at her host with a new interest. He 
ap{)eared to greater advantage seen, as it were, against 
his proper and natural background. And that back¬ 
ground had the glamour of things strange, exciting, and 
alluring, wnacking somewhat of, say, an Arabian 
Night's entertainment. Over the dining-room inantol 
hung a curious and colourful landscajH?, in which two 
brown girls, naked to the waist and from thence to the 
knec.s wrapped in straight, bright-coloured stuff, raised 
their angular arms to pluck queer fruit from exotic trees. 

Ho knew all that, she thought; ho had seen that 
strange landscape and those brown women, and tasted 
the fruit they reached to pluck, dust ns he knew those 
tiny terra-cotta figurines over there, and that pottery 
which must have been made out of ruby-dust. Just as 
he knew everything. .Ml this had l>een in his world, 
always. A world full of tilings beautiful and strange. 
Ho had had everything that she had missed. - It seemed 
to her that he incarnated in his proper and handsome 
person all the difference and the change that had come 
into her life. 

And quite suddenly she saw Nancy Simms dusting 
the Baxter parlour, pausing to stand admiringly before 
a picture on a whito-and-gold easel, that cherished 
picture of a house with mother-of-pearl puddles in front 
of it. derisive and impish amusement flickered like 
summer lightning across her face, and with an inscrut¬ 
able smile she mocked the mother-of-pearl puddles and 
her old admiration of them. She lifted her eyes to the 
painting over Berkeley Hayden’s mantel, and the smile 
deepened. 

" Perhaps it is her smile,” thought he, watching her. 
” Yes, I am sure it must be her smile. I am rather 
glad Marcia is taking her abroad. I do not wish to 
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make a fool of myself, and there'd be that danger if she 
remained.” Yet the idea of her absence gave him an 
unaccustomed pang. 

He filled her quarters aboard ship with exquisite 
flowers. She was not yet used to graceful attentions : 
they had been for other women, not for lier. She had 
no idea at all that she was of the slightest importance, 
if only because of the Champneys money ; her compara¬ 
tive freedom was still too recent for her to have changed 
her estimate of herself. Slie thought it touchingly kind 
and thoughtful of this handsonie, important man to 
have remembered just her, particularly when there 
wasn't anybody else to do so, and she looked at him with 
a pleased and appreciative friendliness for which he felt 
absurd)}' grateful. While Marcia was busietl with the 
other friends who had come to see lier off, he stood beside 
Mrs. Champneys, who seemed to know no one bvit him¬ 
self, and this established a measure of intimaev between 

♦ 

them. 

It occurs to me,” said ho, tentatively, ” that it has 
been some time since I saw Florence. All of two or 
three years ” 

They stood together by the railing, and she leaned 
forward the better to watch a leggy little girl with a 
brickdust-red pigtail in a group on the pier. 

"I'es?” said she, ab.sently. The leggy girl had just 
thrust out her tonguo at an expostulating nurse. She 
seemed to be a highly unpleasant child ; one of those 
children of whom aunts speak as “poor Mary” or 
whatever their name may be. Anne Champneys, 
watching her, put her hand up and touched her own 
hair, that gleamed under her close-fitting black hat. 
Her eyes darkened ; she smiled, secretly, mysteriously, 
rernemberingly. 

In that instant Berkeley Hayden made his decision. 
There was no longer any doubt in his mind. When she 
turned away from the railing, he said pleasantly : 
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You and Marcia have put me in the humour to see 
Florence ajiain. If I come strolling in upon you some 
6ne day, I hoi>e you’ll be gla^ to see me, Mrs. 
Chainpnevs?” 

Oh, yea !” said she, politely. And then Marcia and 
Vandervelde came up, and a few minutes later the two 
men went ashore. Hayden’s face was the last thing 
Nancy saw as the steamer moved slowly outward. 
There were hails, laughter, waving of handkerchiefs. 
He alone looked at her. And so he remained in her 
memory, standing a little apart from all others. 



CHAPTER XV 

“I, TOO, IN ARCADIA” 

If Riverton was bis mother’s house aud England liis 
grandmother’s, Prance was peculiarly his own. Peter 
Champneys felt that he had come home, and even the 
fact that lie couldn’t speak understandable French 
didn’t spoil the illusion. Nobody laughed at his bar* 
barou.s jargon ; people were patient, polite, helpful. He 
thought the French the pleasantest people in the world, 
and this opinion he never changed. Later, when he 
learned to know them better, he concluded that thev 
were very deliberately and very gallantly gay in order to 
conceal from themselves and from the world how 
mortally sad they were at heart. They eschewed those 
virtues which made one disagreeable, and they indulged 
only in such vices as really amused them, and in con¬ 
sequence they made being alive a fine art. 

The Hemingways knew Paris as tliey knew London, 
and they smoothed his path. In their drawing-room 
Peter met that dazzling inner circle of Parisian society 
which includes talent and genius as well as rank, beauty, 
and wealth. Then, Mrs. Hemingway having first seen 
to it that he met those whom she wished him to meet, 
Peter was permitted to meet those whom be himself 
wished to meet; be was introduced to two deceptively 
mild-mannered young Englishmen, first cousins named 
Cbeckleigh, students in one of the great ateliers, who 
were by way of being painters; and to a shock-headed 
young man from California, a sculptor, named Stocks. 
The Englishmen were closely related to a large-toothed, 
very important Lady Somethingorother, high up in the 
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diplomatic sphere, and the Californian possessed a truly 
formidable aunt. Hence the three younj? men appeared 
in fasliionable circles at decent intervals. Later, 
Peter learned to know their redoubtable relatives as 
" Ral)bits ' and “The Grampus,” and he once saw a 
terrifyingly truthful portrait of ” Rabbits,” sketched on 
a skittish model’s bare back, and a movingly realistic 
little figure of “ The Grampus *’ modelled by her dutiful 
nephew in a moment of diabolical inspiration. It was 
explained to him that God, for some inscrutable pur- 
|K>se of His own, generally pleases Himself by bestowing 
onlv the most limited human intelligence upon tho 
wealthy relatives of poor but gifted artiste; but that if 
[iroperlv approached, and at not too frequent intervals, 
they may bo induced to loosen their tight purse-strings. 
Wherefore one must somehow manage to keep on good 
terms with them. Witness, Stocks said, bis forgiving 
—nay, kindly—attitude toward The Grampus; see how 
he went to her house and drank her loathly tea and ate 
her beastly little cakes, even thougli she regarded a 
promising sculptor as a sort of unjiroinising stone-cutter 
who couldn't hold down a steady job, and had vehe¬ 
mently urged him to go in for building and contracting 
in Sacramento, California. “ And yet that woman has 
got about all tho money there Is in our family !” finished 
Stocks, bitterly. 

'* Rabbits takes you aside and talks to you heart to 
heart.” said tho younger Checkleigh, gloomily. The 
elder Checkleigh’s face took on a look of martyrdom. 

“We have Immortal Souls,” said ho, in a tone of 
anguish and affliction. ” I ask you, as man to roan ; Is 
it our fault?” 

It was these three Indians, then, who took Peter 
Champneys under theii' wing, helped him find the 
pleasantest rooms in the Quartier, helped him furnish 
them at about a third of what ho would have paid if left 
to his own devices, and also helped him to shed his skin 
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of a timid provincial by plunging him to the scalp in that 
bubbling cauldron in which seethes the creative brain 
of France. Serious and sad young men who were going 
to be poets; intense fellows who were going to rehabili¬ 
tate the Drama, or write the Greatest Novel; illustrators, 
journalists, crijics, painters, types in velvet coats, flow¬ 
ing ties, flowing locks, and astonishing hats, sculptors, 
makers of exquisite bits of craftsmanship, models, 
roasters, singers of sorts, actors and actres.ces, sewing- 
girls, frigldful old concierges; students from the four 
corners of the earth driven hither by the four winds of 
heaven, came and went in the devil-inay-caj-e wake of 
Stocks and the Checkleighs and disportred themselves 
before the reflective and appreciative eyes of Peter 
Champneys. These gay Bohemians laughed at him for 
what Stocks calle<l his spinsterishness, hut ended l)y 
loving him as only youth can lovo a comrade. 

In six months ho knew- the Quartier to the core. He 
met men who were utter blackguards, whoso selfish, 
cold-blooded brutality filled him with loathing; he mot ' 
women with the soul of the cat. But the Quartier as a 
whole was sound-hearted ; Peter himself was too sound- 
hearted not to know. He met Youth at work, his own 
kind of work. They were all going to do something 
great presently—and presently many of them did. The 
very air ho breathed stimulated him. Here were com¬ 
rades, to whom, as to himself, art was the one supremely 
important thing in the universe. They, too, were 
climbers toward the purple heights. 

Shy young men who work like mules are as thick as 
hops in any art centre; but shy young men who ore 
immensely talented, who have a genius for steady 
labour, and who at the same time have not only the 
inclination but the opportunity to be generous, are not 
numerous any\vhere. 

Peter Champneys never talked about himself, made 
DO parade, was so simple in his tastes that he spent very 
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little ui>on himself, and while he could say “ No’ to 
impudeuce, he had ever a quick, warm “ Yes ” for need. 
That he should be able to become an artist had been 
the top of his dream ; that by a very little self-denial lie 
could help others to remain artists, left him large-eyed 
at liis own good fortune. He experienced the glowing 

happiness that only the generous can know. 

On Sundays he went to see Emma Campbell, for 
whom he had found a little house on the summit of 
Montmartre, on the very top of the Butte. It had iv 
hillside garden, with a dove-cote in it, and a little kiosk 
in which Emma liked to sit, with the cat Satan on her 
lap. and projeck at the strange world in which she found 
herself. Sho shared the house with a scene-painter and 
liis ivifc, and ns the scene-painter was an Englishman, 
Emma could talk to somebody and be understood. 
Emma’s idea of happiness was leisure to sew squares 
of patchwork together for quilts. She had brought her 
cut-out quilt scraps with her. and she sat in the kiosk 
and sewed little pieces of colpnred calico together, w'hile 
the big cat seaiui>orcd about the garden, or lay and 
blinked at her, and all Paris lay spread out far below, 
tlie spires of Notre Dame showing as through a mirt. 

On Sundays she cooked for Peter—old homely River¬ 
ton dishes—and waited on him while be ate. ^ Because 
she couldn’t read, she looked forward to Peter’s reading 
what sho reverently called '* de Book. Peter had been 
reading the Bible to old darkies nil his life, and he ac¬ 
cepted it as a matter of course tliut he should take the 
long climb, and give uj) a part of his Sundays, to save 
Emma Campbell from being disappointed now. After¬ 
ward, Emma spoke of his mother, and of old, familiar 
things they both remembered. Then he went back to 
the Quartier feeling as refreshed and rested as if he d 
had a ewim in the river “over home." 

At regular inten'als ho appeared at Mrs. Heming- 
wnv’s, and kept up his acquaintance with her friends. 
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When she told him to accept an invitation, be re9igne<llv 
obeyed, looking, the elder of the Checkleigh boys told 
him, as if he were doing it for God’s sake. He was 
beginning to sjwak French less villainously, and thi^i 
made things easier for him. He would carry on a simple 
conversation, by going slowly; and he almost under¬ 
stood about half of what strangers said to him. He 
interested one or two fine ladies greatly, and thev were 
extremely gracious to him. . Artists—that is, young and 
unknown artists in the Quartier—are more or less 
pleasiint to read about in the pivges of Murger and others, 
but they are too often beggarly and quite impossible 
persons in real life. But this young American who lived 
in the Quartier was at the same time on a footing of 
intimacy in the exclusive home of those so charming 
Hemingw’ays, who were, one knew, of the grand monde. 
Was it truo that the American painter was very wealthy ? 
Yes? Ah, del! That droll young man was then amus¬ 
ing himself by living in the' Quartier? But what an 
original! His family approved? He was an orphanf 
With no relations save that old uncle whoso heir he was? 
Ah, mon Dieu! That touched one’s heart I One must 
try to bo very pleasant to that so lonely young man ! 
And that so lonely young man was extended mead and 
balm in the shape of invitations to very smart affairs. 
To some of which he found, at the last minute, he 
couldn’t go. for the simple and cogent reason that Check¬ 
leigh or Stocks had appropriated his dress suit. 

It 8 infernally unlucky. Rabbits having an affair on 
to-night. But you know how it is. Champ—she’d never 
forgive me if I didn’t show up. Big-wigs from home, 
and all that, and she feels it’s her duty' to make mo show 
em I haven t become an Apache. And my togs are out 
at interest one has to pay one's rent sometimes, you 
understand, explained Checkleigh, who W’as dressing 
before Peter s mirror. ‘ You don’t have to care : you 
aren't compelled to keep in her good graces !” 
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" Oh, all right. T don’t npind. I only accepted to 
please Mrs. Hemingway. ” 

" ^^rs. Hemingway is my very good friend. At the 
first opportunity I shall explain to her. She can readily 
understand that 

“ One uirty ro without relatives, couftins and aunts— 
lint civilized niau canno/ go without pants. 

T wish you hadn’t such deucedly long legs, Champ. 
Reguhir hop-poles!” grumbled Chcckleigh, ungrate¬ 
fully. 

■■ 'I'hey are poor things, but mine own,” said Peter, 
mildly. ” You will find a five-franc piece in the waist¬ 
coat pocket, Chcckleigh, if you happen to want it. I 
keep it there for cab fare.” 

“If I happen to want it I” shrieked Chcckleigh. 
"Oh, bloated plutocrat, purse-proud millionaire, I 
always happen to want itl” He waved an eloquent 
hand to the circuinamhient air. ” He has five-franc 
pieces in his waistcoat pocket—and no Rabbits in bis 
family 1” cried Chcckleigh. “Now, liavo you a pre¬ 
sentable pair of gloves, Creesus? Oh, damn your legs, 
Champneysl Look at these beastly breeches of yours, 
will you? I’ve had to turn ’em up until you’d fancy I 
was wearing cuffs on the ankles, and still they’re too 
long I” 

” You should have cut 'em off a bit—then you 
wouldn’t look as though you were poulticing your shins. 
And they’d fit me, too,” commented Stocks, who had 
sauntered in. 

Chcckleigh looked at Peter’s watch—his own was 
” out at interest” along with his dress suit—and shook 
his head dolefully. 

” If you’d just suggested it sooner, I could have done 
it—now it’s too late,” he lamented. “Your progeny 
will probably resemble herons, Cbampneys, and serve 
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’em right ! Are those nett? gloves? I am a credit to 
Rabbits!” And he rushed off. 

•• ^Vhat a frienJ w<* havo id Chump-ney$, 

All hifl ;!lovr9 and pu-nnte lo wear!’* 


Stocks sang in a voice like the scraping of a mattock- 
over flint; one saw that he had been piously raised. 
Then he hooked his arm in Peter’s and the two went 
forth to join the joyous hordes surging iip the Boul' 
Miche, and to dine in their favourite restaurant, where 
the waiters were one’s good friends, and Madame 
the proprietress addressed her Boliemians as ” mes 
enfants. Having dined, one joined one’s brother 
workers who waged the battle of Art with jaws and 
gestures. Bawling out the slang of the studios, they 
grimaced, sneered, shrugged, praised, demolished. 
Nothing was sacred to these young savages but the joy 
of the present. They had no past, and the future 
hadn t arrived. They lived in the moment, worked, 
laughed, loved, and, when tljey could, dined. When 
one had a handful of silver, how gay the world wms I 
How- one wished to pat it on the back and invite it to 
come and be merry w'ith one! 


In the full stream of this turbulent tide, behold Peter 
Champneys; with a lock of his black hair falling across 
his forehead ; his head cocked sidewise ; and his big nose 
and clear golden eyes giving him the aspect of a 
benevolent hawk, like, say, nonis. Hawk of the Sun. 
Those golden eyes of bis saw tolerantly as well as clearly. 
This quiet American worked like a fiend, yet had time 
to look on and laugh with you while vou played. He 
was gravely gay at his best, but he didn't neglect the 
good things of his youth. And he had a genius for play¬ 
ing impromptu Providence when you were down on your 
luck and about all in. . Maybe you hadn’t dined for a 
couple of days, or maybe you were pretty nearly frozen 
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in yonr room, as you bad no fire ; and you wore wonder¬ 
ing whether, after all, you weren’t a fool to starve and 
freeze for art's sake, and whether, all things considered, 
life was worth living; and there’d be a gentle tap at 
your door, and Peter Champneys would stick his thin 
dark face in, smilingly. He’d tell you he’d been lonely 
all day, and would you, if you hadn’t done so already, 
kindly come and dine with him? He spoke French 
with a South Carolina accent, in those days, but an arch¬ 
angel’s voice could not then have sounded more dulcet 
in your ears than his. Presently, over your cigarettes, 
you found yourself telling him just how things were with 
you. Maybe you slept on a lounge in his studio that 
night, Irecause it was wanner there. And next mom- 
ing you could face life and work feeling that God’s in 
his heaven, all’s right with the world. That’s w’hat 
Peter Chainpneys meant to many a hard-pressed 
youngster. 

With his immense capacity for work, at the end of 
a year Peter Champney.s liad made great strides. But 
he was troubled. Like Millet, he couldn't take the 
ordered direction. He felt that he was merely marking 
time, that he wasn't'on the right track. His robust and 
original talent demanded heartier food than was offered 
it. Reluctantly enough, Peter withdrew from the 
official studio to which he was attached, and went on his 
own. It was a momentous step. 

One Sunday afternoon he said to Emma Campbell, 
seriously : 

■■ You’ve never laid eyes on a goddess, Emma, have 
you? Or a nymph? Well, neither have I. And I 
can’t paint what I don’t know.” He walked up and 
down the little gravelled garden path. And he burst 
out: ” That is not life. It is not truth. I don’t want 
gods. I only see I don’t want goddesses. I 

want u)omcrt.'” 

Emma Campbell said in u scandalized voice : 
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Dat ain’t no kind o’ way to talk ! Leastwise,” she 
compromised, “not on Sundays.” 

Peter burst out laughing. Emma wore her usual 
Sunday cashmere, with a snowy apron and head- 
handkerchief. Satan lay upon the small table beside 
her, in the attitude of a sphinx, his black, velvety paws 
stretched in front of him. liis inscrutable eyes watcljing 
the restless young man. Peter paused, and his eyes 
narrowed. Then he snapped his fingers, as he had done 
when he was a little boy back in Riverton and some¬ 
thing had pleased him. 

I've got it!” he shouted. “Emma, you're It!” 

No ono ever had a more patient model. She couldn't 
exaekly understan' why Mist’ Peter should want to 
paint a ole nigger like her, but if Peter Cbampneys had 
wanted to bury her alive in tho giound, with only her 
head sticking out, Eunna would have known it had to 
he all right, somehow. So she sat for weary hours, 
while Peter ma<le rough sketches, and tried out juanv 
theories, before he settled down to work in dead earnest. 

And presently Emma saw herself as it were alive on 
a squai-o of canvas, .so alive that she was more than a hit 
afraid. She said it looked like her own ha'nt, and 
Emma wasn’t partial to ha’nts. There she sat in her 


plain black dress and her plain whit-e apron and head- 
handkerchief, and her gold hoop ear-rings. On the 
tabic beside her were the vegetables she was to prepare. 
She had forgotten work for the time l>eing. Emnuv 
projecked, one band resting idly on the table, the other 
on the great black cat in her lap. She looked at you, 
with the wistfully animal look of a negro woman, who is 
loving, patient, kind, long-suffering, iinb\jed with a 
terrible patience, and of a sound, sly, eartliy humour; 
and who at tho same time is childishly credulous, full 
of dai’k passions, and with the fires of savagery banked 
in her heart. There she sat, that sphinx that 'is Africa, 
who has seen the white races come, and who will prob- 
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ablv pee them "o; you could almost sense the half- 
shirnhrous brain of her throbbing under her head-hand¬ 
kerchief. Slie wasn't a mere coloured woman ; she was 
a symbol and a challenge. And her eyes that had seen 
so nuich and wept so much were as inscndahle as fate, 
ns spliirixhke as tlie cat's who watched you from her 
knee. The whole picture breathed an amazingly bold 
and original power, and was so arrestingly vital that it 
gripped and held one. Down in one corner, painted 
with ex(juisite care and delicacy, was a Red Adjniral. 

The Quartier came, squinted through the fingers, and 
praised and dispraised, after its wont. The Syn^bolists 
sneered aiul told Peter to his teeth he was a Philistine; 
they said you can't boot^lick Nature : you’ve got to bully 
her. demand her soul, mahe her give you her Sign 1 
Quieter men came and studied Emma C’arnj'bell and 
her cat, and clapped Peter on the ba<'k: the more 
exubt>rant T^atins kissed him, noisy, hearty, hairy kisses 
on both cheeks. Undoubtedly, it would bo accepted, 
they said ! 

It was, and hung conspicuously. There were always 
small groups before it, for it created something like the 
nproar that Manet’s " Olympia” had raised in its time. 
Peter learned from one critic that his technique was mag¬ 
nificent, his picture a masterpiece of psychology and of 
portraiture, and that if lie kept on he’d soon he one of 
the Immortals. He learned from anotlicr that while 
he undoubtedly had technique, his posing was common¬ 
place, his subject banal, his imagination hopelessly 
bourgeois; that he was a painter of the ugly and the 
ordinary, without inspiration or imagination ; that the 
one pretty and delicato note in the whole canvas was the 
butterfly in the lower left-hand corner, and that that was 
obviously reminiscent of Whistler,'who on a time had 
used a butterfly signature! But on the whole the 
criticisms were highly favourable; it was admitted that 
a young painter of promise had arisen. 
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Peter Chanipneys went about his business, indifl'erent 
to praise or blame. He knew he was a wayfaring man 
whose business it was to follow bis own road, a road ho 
bad to hack out for himself; and .somewhere on the 
horizon were the purple heights. 

The unbounded delight, the disinterested pride of the 
Hemingways, couldn't have been gieater liad he been 
their son. Mrs. Hemingway gave a brilliant enteitain- 
tnent in his honour, and he was feted and made much of. 
Young ladies who danced divinely found his stork-like 
hopping pleasing, and his stammering French delight¬ 
ful. This channing Monsieur Champneys, you see, 
was not only invested with the glamour of art; he was 
tlje heir of an American millionaire! Ah, the dear 
young man ! 

The picture was sold to a Spanish nohlemati, who said 
it reminded him of Velasquez’s “ .ICsof) ” ; he was .*^0 
delighted with tlie painter’s i>owor that he commissioned 
Peter to portray his own long, pale, melancholy visage. 
Whereupon the two Checkleigbs and Stocks called 
loudly for a prf)per celebration, and Peter honoured tboir 
clamorous demand. It was a niemorahle affair, graced 
by the Quartier's darlingest models, who had long since 
voted M’sieu Champnees a bon gargon. A Spanish 
student, in a velvet coat and with long black hair, in¬ 
sisted upon charcoaling moustaohios and imperial upon 
bis host’s countenance, in honour of his countryman 
who had distinguished himself as a patron of art. 
Later, a laughing girl w’hose blue-black hair was banded 
Madonna-wise around a bead considerably otherwise, 
washed it off with a table napkin dipped in wine. She 
sat on his knee to perform the operation, scanned liis 
clean face with satisfaction, and taking him by the ears 
as by handles, kissed him gaily. Then she went back 
to her own cher ami, who wasn’t in the least disturbed. 

'■ It is like kissing thy maiden aunt, Jacques,” she 
told him. "Now, with thee-” They looked at 
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each other' eloquently, and Peter Champneys, whose 
eyes had followed the girl, smiled crookedly. An un¬ 
accountable gloom descended upon him. All these lusty 
young men shouting and laughing around him, all these 
handsome, ardent young women, snatched what joy from 
life they could ; they lived their hour, knowing how brief 
that hour m\ist be. They ate to-day, stan-ed to¬ 
morrow ; hut they were ricli because they loved, l>ecause 
they laughed, Wauso theirs was the passionate unforced 
comradeship, the intoxicating joy of youth. Peter 
('hampneys, whose good luck was being celebrated, 
looked at his fwnniless, hilarious comrades, and twisted 
a smile of desperate gaiety to his lips. He had never in 
his life felt more utterly alone. 

The affair ended at six o'clock the next morning, in a 
last glad, mad romp up the Boul' Miche. Peter and 
Stocks waved good-bye to the last revellers, looking 
somewhat jaded in the fresh morning air. The two 
young men. both rather tired, walked slowly. Venders 
in clacking sabots pushed their carts ahead of them, 
shouting their wares. Crowds of working-people poured 
through the streets. At a little restaurant they knew 
they ha<l coffee and i-oHs. While they were drinking, a 
girl came in. Peter looked up and saw Denise. 

His first thought was that she would have been lovely 
if she hadn’t been so thin. Then he saw how shabby 
she was, and how neat. Nothing could have been more 
ehaniiiiig than her chestnut hair, or her blue eyes that 
had a look of innocence, or her fair and transparent com¬ 
plexion, though one could have wished she were rosier. 
She did not look around with the quick, alert, bright 
glance of the Parisienne whom everything interests and 
amuses; she had the abstracted and sad air of a child 
who suffers, and whom suffering bewilders. 

Stocks said, in a low voice, tinged with pity : 

L'amie de Dange<ju." 

Peter received that announcement with a shock of 
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suj'priee and distaste. Dangeau wa.s such an utter 
brute! Handsome in bis way, without conscience or 
pity, Dangeau would have eaten his mother's heart to 
satisfy his own hunger, or wiped his feet upon his 
father’s beard. The gifted, intellectual, and rapacious 
savage seized W’hatever came near him that pleased his 
fancy or aroused his curiosity, extracted the pith, and 
toss^ aside what no longer amused or served him. 
There was no generosity in him, only an insatiable and 
ferocious demand that life should give him more, always 
more ! Peter, who both admired and detested him, was 
sorry for this gentle creature fallen into his remorseless 
claws. And he wondered, as decent men must, at the 
fatal fascination animals like Dangeau seem to possess 
for women. 

He saw her occasionally after that, always alone. 
Plainly, things were not well with her. Her pale face 
gi-e\v paler and thinner; her dress shabbier. The look 
of bewilderment was now a look of pain. Her eyes were 
heavy, as if they wept too much. Peter watched her 
with a troubled heart. OtMi day Henri, the gai'^on, 
murmured conhdentially, as she left the cafe after a 
particularly slim meal ; 

“These thin little blondes, they do not last long, 
'lhat one was like a rose when I fir.st .saw lier. Pauvrt' 
enjant! And he looked after firr with a compa.ssionate 
glance. 

“ She seems—different,’’ said Peter. “ It is not well 
with her?’’ 

Alas, no! She is from the provinces. Monsieur, 
come to Paris to earn more. And so she wearied her 
ami. You know him, Monsieur; he is a restless man, 
quickly tiring—that sculptor! Also, ho feared she 
would fall sick upon bis hands—yon see how frail she 
is, and he abhors all that is not robust.” And Henri made 
an expressive gesture. He added : “ She is of the sort 
that love, Monsieur ; and, you understand, that is fatal !” 
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" And how does she manage now?” asked Peter. 

Henri shrugged significantly. Peter drummed on 
(he tnhlo and scowled. A little girl, from the provinces ! 
One understood now how she had fallen into Dangeau’s 
liand. and how, inevitably, he had tired, and tossed her 
aside like a wilted flower. And now she was facing 
slow starvation—Oh, damn ! 

Peter slipped some change into Henri's palm. ” "iou 
are a man of sense, Henri. Also, I see that you have a 
good heart,” said ho. "Now we must see what wo can 
do for this poor little Mademoiselle, you and 1 You 
will place before her (he best the house affords—I leave 
that to you. .And when she protests you will say to 
her : ‘ Your venerable godfather has arranged for it, 
Mademoiselle. His orders are, that you come hero, seat 
yourself, tap once w'ith your forefinger upon the table— 
and your orders will bo obeyed.' ” 

” And if she questions further. Monsieur?” 

” Explain that you obey orders, but do not know her 
godfather,” said Peter, gravely. 

"Trust mo, Monsieur!” cried the deligided Henri. 
And from that moment the kindly fellow adored Peter 
Champneys. 

The little gamo began the next day. Denise gave her 
tiny order; Henri came back with a loaded tray, whoso 
savoury content.s he placed before her. Out of the 
corner of his eye Peter could see the girl’s astonished 
face when Henri politely insisted that the meal was hers 
—tliat her venerable godfather had ordered it for herl 
She looked timidly and fearfully around ; but nobody 
w’as paying the slightest attention to her, and after 
deftly arranging the dishes, Henri had whisked himself 
off. She waited for a few minutes; but Henri hadn't 
come back. And then, because she was almost 
famished, she ate what had been given her. Peter felt 
his eyes blur. 

Henri came back to her presently with wine. He 
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dusted the bottle lovingly, and filled her glass with a 
flourish. She looked up with a tremulous smile : 

“ My godfather’s order, Henri?” 

“Your venerable godfather’s order, Mademoiselle,” 
he replied sedately. ^Yhen she had finished her dinner, 
ho glil)ly, and with an exf)res.‘;ionless countenance, re¬ 
peated Peter’s instructions; she w-as to come in, seat 
herself, tap with lier forefinger, and give her orders, 
which w'ouJd be instantly obeyed ! No, he did not know 
her godfather. Nor did Monsieur le patron. No, be 
might not even take the sous she offered him : all, all, 
had been arranged. Mademoiselle! 

She hesitated. Then she called for pen and paper, 
and scribbled in violet ink : 

Monhieok my Godk.\tiier. 

I 6<.‘C that the t'lvud Cio*] stili ixriiiits miracles. You arc one. 
Accept, then, a poor girl’s thanks uml prayers! 

Thy godcliUd, 

Dkmsh. 

Sho gave this to Henri, who received it respectfully. 
Then she went out, feeling very much better and 
brighter because of a sadly needed dinner. Sho was 
bewildered, and excited ; hut she wasn’t afraid. She 
accepted her ntiracle, which had contc just in the nick 
of time, gratefully, with a childlike sitnplicity. But 
she used her blue eyes, au«l one day they met Peter 
Champneys’s, reganiing her with a good and kind satis¬ 
faction ; for indeed she looked much better and brighter, 
now that she was no longer half-starved. Doni.se had 
encountered other eyes^ men’s eyes; but none had ever 
met hers with just such a look as she saw in these clear 
and golden ones. A flash of intuition came to her. 
Only one person in the world could have eyes like that— 
it must be, it was, he! And she watched him with an 
absorbed and breathless interest. 

In these small restaurants of the Quartier one sits so 
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close to one’s neighbours, in a busy hour, that conversa¬ 
tion isn’t difficult; it is, rather, inevitable. 

'‘ Monsicnir," said the'young girl, bravely and yet 
timidly, on an occasion when they almost touched 
ellK>ws. “ Monsieur—is it you who have a god¬ 
daughter?” 

” Mademoiselle.” stammered Peter, who hadn’t ex¬ 
pected the question. ” I do not know your godfather!” 
.\nd then he turned red to liis ears. 

Her face broke into a swift and flashing smile. She 
looked so like a happy child that Peter had to smile back 
at her, and presently they were chatting like old ac¬ 
quaintances. After that they always managed to dine 
tog4>ther. 

'Phey found each other delightful. That gloomy 
sense of loneliness which had oppressed Peter vanislied 
in tho girl’s presence. As for Denise, no one had ever 
been so kind, so gentle, so generous to her as this won¬ 
derful Monsieur Champneys. She grew quite beauti¬ 
ful ; her eyes w’ere a child’s eyes, her face like one of 
those little sweet pinkisli-white roses one secs in old- 
fashioned gardens. 

She liad no relations ; neither had Peter. And so he 
took Denise into his life, just ns he hud once taken a lost 
kitten out of the dusk on tho Riverton Road : there 
really was nothing else for him to dol He had for her 
something of the same whimsical and compassionate 
affection that bad made him share his glass of milk with 
tho little cat. Slio belonged to him; there was nobody 
else. 

She was rather a silent creature, Denise. She had 
none of that Latin vivacity which wearies the listener, 
but her love for him showed itself in a thousand gracious 
ways, in innumerable small sendees, in loving looks. 
Just to toucli him w’as a never-failing joy to her. She 
delighted to stroke his face, to trace with her small 
fingers the outline of his features. '* That is the pattern 
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on the inside of my heart,’’ she told him. She had a 
quick, light tread, pleasant to listen to, and her rare 
and lovely laughter was always a delicious surprise, as 
if one heard an unexpected chime of little bells. 

Her housewifely ways, her pretty anxiety about 
spending money, amused him tenderly. When she 
could perform some small sernce for him, she hummed 
little hymns to the Virgin. Her mini.strations extended 
to Stocks and the Checkleighs, whose .shirts she mended 
so expertly that they didn’t have to borrow SO many of 
Peter s. She was so happy that Peter Champneys j^rew 
happy watching her. It* hadn’t seemed possible to 
Denise that anybody like him could exist; yet here he 
was, and she belonged to him ! 

• Nobody had ever loved Peter Champneys in quite the 
same way. She had so real and true a gcniii.s for loving 
that she exhaled affection a flower exhales perfume. 
Loving was an instinct with Denise. She would steal 
to his side, slip her arm around his neck, kiss iuni on the 
eyes—■■ thy beautiful eyes, PieiTc and cuddle lier 
cheek against his, with so exquisite a tenderness in 
touch and look that the young man’s kind heart melted 
in his breast. He couldn’t .speak. He could only 
gather her close, pressing hi.s black head against her 
soft young bosom. 

Her cruel experience with Dangeau was not for¬ 
gotten; but that had been capture by force, and she 
remembered it as a black background against which the 
bright colours of this present happiness showed with a 
hcavenlier radiance. Peter himself didn’t guess how 
wholly his little comrade loved him, though ho did 
realixe her utter selflessness. She never asked him 
trouble.some questions, never annoyed him with irritat- 
ing jealousy, made no demands upon him. Was he not 
himself? Very well, then ; did not that suffice? Denise 
didn’t think : she felt. She had the exquisite wisdom 
of the heart, and in her small hands the flower of Peter 
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(’liiimpneys’s youth opened and hlossoined. He was 
yoiiti", he was loved, he was busy. Oh, but it was a 
good world to be alive in! Ho whistled while he 
worked. And how he worked ! To this period belong 
tln>se angelic heads, chestnut-haired, wistfully smiling, 
with blue eyes that look deep into one’s lieart. The airy 
bnttcrtly that signs these canvases is not so much a 
synihol as a prescience. 

WHien was it he first saw that for all his love and care 
he wasn’t going to be able to keep Denise? How did 
he learn that tlie great last lover was wooing her away? 
She was not less happy. A deep and still joy radiated 
from her, her eyes had the clear and cloudless happiness 
of a child’s. But he observed that on their pleasant 
excursions into the country she tired quickly. Her little 
light feet didn’t run any more. She preferred to sit 
cuddled against his side, holding.his hand in both hers, 
lier head pressed against his shoulder. She didn’t talk, 
but then, he was used to her silence ; that was one of her 
sweetest cliarnis. Her cheek grow thinner, but the 
rose in it deepened. Then the pretty dresses he loved 
to lavisli iqxm her began to hang loosely uix)n her little 
body. 

It was a frightened young man who called in doctors 
and specialists. But, as Henri had once told him, they 
do not last long, these frail blondes. Also, she was of 
the sort that loves—and that, you understand, is fatal! 

Stocks, who had made a great pet of Peter’s pretty 
sweetheart, blubbered when he learned the truth, and 
the younger Checkleigh, who deligiited to sketch her, 
left off because his hand shook so, and he couldn’t see 
clearly. The Spanish student in the velvet coat, who 
could sing lustily to a guitar, came and sang for her, not 
the ribald songs the Quartier heard from liim, but the 
beautiful and soft love songs he had heard as a child in 
Andalusia—how love is an immortal rose one carries 
through the gates of the grave into the gates of paradise. 
And the Quartier, which knows so much sorrow as well 
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as so much joy, came with its gayest gossip to make her 
smile.. Peter himself lived in a sort of tormented daze. 
It was Denise, his little Denise, who was going ! 

Denise herself was the calmest and cheerfullest of 
them all. Her high destiny liad been to love Peter 
Champneys, and she had fulfilled it. The good, the 
kind God had given lier that winch in her estimation 
outweighed everything else. She had lived, she had 
loved. Now she could go, and go content. 

“ It is better so,” she told him, with that [uercing 
good sense of the French which’ is like a spiritual in¬ 
sight. “ Very dear one, sup[X)so 1 had been called ufKin 
to let thee go : how could I have endured that’?” And 
slie added, pressing his fingers, ” Do not giieve, my 
adored Iherre. Observe that I am hut a poor little one 
to whom in thy g(K)dnes9 of heart thou hast been kind : 
but thou art all my life—all of me, Pierre.” 

He put his head against her side, and she stroktxl it, 
whispering. 

I had but a little while to stay, beloved. Because 
of thee, that stay has been happy—oh, very, very 
happy 1” 

You have given me all I over had of youth and 
love,” said Peter. 

” .Ml, hut I am glad I” she said naively. ” Because 
of tfiat, I think you must rcmetnherl” *Sl)e looked at 
him with her blue eyes suddenly full of tears. ” It is 
only when I think you may forget that I am afraid, it is 
then as if the dark pressed upon me,” she said in a 
whisper sharp with pain. ” I lie still and dream how 
great you will become, how much beloved—for who 
could fail to love you, Pierre? And I am glad. It rests 
ray heart, which is all yours. But when I begin to re¬ 
member how I have been but a little, little part of your 
life, who have been all of mine, when I think you may 
forget, then I am afraid, I am afraid 1” And she looked 
at him like a frightened child who is being left alone to 
go to sleep in the dark. 
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Peter picked tier \ip. wrapped in the hedquiU, and 
liold her in his arms. Slie was very Hght. It was as if 
ho hel<t a little ghost. She shook her hriglit hair over 
his shoulders and breast, and he hid his quivering face 
in it. as in n veil. Presently, in a soft, voic-e : 

“ Godfather !" 

" Yes. my little sweetheart." 

" Very dear and precious Godfather—a long, long time 
from now, when She conics, She whom you will love 
as I love you, tell her about me." 

"Denise, Denise!’* <*ried poor Peter, straining her 
to hint. 

■' Tell her I hail hluo eyes, and a fair face, and bright, 
luight hair, Godfather. She will like to know. Say, 

■ lier whole wisdom lay in loving mo with all her heart 
—that poor Denise 1’ Then tell her that she cannot 
love you more, my Pierre—but that in my grave I shall 
de.spise her if she dares to love you less." 

" I—oh, my God!" .strangled Peter, and he felt as 
if his lieart were being wrenched out of Ins brea,st. He 
was in his twenties, and the girl in his arms was nil he 
knew of love. 

Some six weeks later Deni.so died as quietly as she 
hftd lived, her sniall cohl hands clinging to Peter 
rhampnoys's, her blue eyes ivith their untroubled, lov¬ 
ing gaze fixed upon his face. When that beloved face 
faded from her the world itself had faded from Denise. ’ 

He hadn’t dreamed one could suffer us he was called 
upon to suffer then. The going of little Denise seemed 
to have torn away a li\nng and quivering part of his 
spirit. She had loved him absolutely, and Peter 
couldn’t forget that. His gratitude was an anguish. 
It is not the duration but the depths of an experience 
which makes its ineffaceable impression upon the heart. 

Mrs. Heming^^■ay saw his changed looks with concern. 
If she and her husband .-suspected anything, they did 
not torment him with questions; they didn’t e\en ap¬ 
pear to notice that be was silent and abstracted. 
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“ What on earth is the matter with the hoy?" worried 
Mrs. Hemingway. “ John, do you think it's a-" 

" Petticoat? What else should it be?" 

"I can’t bear to think of Peter getting himself into 
some sort of scrape with possibly some miserable 
woman—who will prey upon him," murmured Mrs. 
HemiDg^vay. 

"Peter's not the sort that fall.s for adventuresses. 
He might fall in love with some girl, and be cut up if 
slie didn't reciprocate. That’s whafs the matter with 
him now, if I’m not mistaken." 

Hemingway took Peter lishiug with him. It is a 
pleasant place, the Seine near Poissy. Hemingway let 
Peter sit in a boat all day, and didn’t seem to obseiwe 
that the line wasn’t once drawn in. The river was 
rippling, the sky bright blue, the wind sweet. All 
around them were other boats, full of people who ajv 
peared to be happy. And Hemingway’s sileut com¬ 
panionship was strong and kind and serene. Insensibly 
Peter reacted to his surroundings, to the influence of 
the shining day. When they were returning to Piiris 
that evening, he looked at his big compatriot gratefully. 
Then he told him. Hemingway listened in silence. 
'J'hen : 

" I’m damned glad she liad you,” said he, and 
jHilishcd his eyeglasse.s, and j»nt his liand on Peter’s 
shoulder with a consoling and sympathetic touch. 
Hemingway understood. lie was that sort. 

Youth departs, love perishes, faith faints; hut that 
wo may never be left hopeless, W’ork remains and saves 
us. Peter’s work came to his succour. Just at this 
crucial time his Eminence the Austrian Cardinal ap¬ 
peared, and Peter hadn’t time to mope: 

The cardinal had seen the picture of Emma Camp¬ 
bell and her cat. He had seen an enchanting sketch of 
the Spanish student in the velvet coat, recently pur¬ 
chased by a friend of his. And now his own portrait 
16 
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must be painted. He was so pjeat a cardinal, of so 
striking a personality, that bis own noble family had an 
immense pride in him, and the \ atican, along with cer¬ 
tain great temporal powers, took him very seriously. So 
the {lainting of the cardinal's portrait wouldn't be a light 
unilertaking, to be given at random. This and that 
great painter wa.s urged upon him. But the astonishing 
portrait of that old coloured woman and her eat decided' 
his Isminence, who had a will of his own. Here was his 
artist! Also, he insisted upon the cat. 

'The anticlerical press of Paris was insisting that the 
cardinal'.^ stay in the French capital W’as of sinister 
inij>ort. 'I'he cardinal smiled, and Peter Champneys 
besought his gods to let him get that sniilo on canvas. 
His iMiiinenco was an ideal sitter. He s|X)ko English 
beautifully, and it pleased him to converse with the 
lanky voiing American painter in his motlier tongue. 
He felt drawn to the young man. and when the cardinal 
liked one, he was irresistible. Peter was so fascinated 
by this brilliant and versatile aristocrat, so deeply in¬ 
terested in the psychology of a great Roman prelate, a 
jirinco of the Church, that he forgot everything except 
tliat he was a creative artist—and a great sitter, a man 
worthy of his best, was to he portrayed. 

He gave his whole heart to his task, and he brought to 
it a new st'nse of values, born of sufTering. When he 
had finislied, you could see the cardinal’s soul looking at 
yon from the canvas. The smile Peter prayed to catch 
curves his lips, a smile that baflles and enchants. He 
wears his red robes, and one fine, aristocratic hand with 
the churchly ring 6n it rests upon the magnificent cat 
lying on the table beside him. That superb “ Cardinal 
with the Cat ” put the seal upon Peter Chompneys’s 
reputation os a great artist. 

He knew what he had achieved. Yet his lips quivered 
and his eyes were amileless when, down in the left-hand 
corner, he painted in the Red Admiral. 



CHAPTER XVI 

THE OTHER MAN 

In Florence the nascent swan-featbere of Anne Cbamp- 
neys grew into perfect plumage. She was like a spirit 
new-born to another world, with all the dun<oloured 
ties of a darker existence swept away, and only a residue 
of thought and feeling left of its former experience. 
This bright and rosy world, enriched by nature and art, 
was so new, its values were so different, that at first she 
was dazed into dutnbne.ss by it. 

She came face to face with beauty and art miwle a part 
of daily life. She thought she had never seen colour, 
or flowers, or even a real sky, uutil now. An existence 
unimaginably rich, vistas that receded into an almost 
fabled past, opened and spread before her glamorously. 
The vividness of her impressions, her re.'iction to this 
new phase of experience, the whole-souled ardour with 
which she flung herself into the study of Italian, her 
eagerness to know more, her dcliglit in the fine old house 
in which they had set up their household gods, amused 
and charmed Mrs. Vandervelde. She felt as if she were 
teaching and training an unspoiled, delighted, and de¬ 
lightful child, and contact with this fresh and eager 
spirit stimulated her own. 

Many of her former school friends, girls belonging to 
fine Florentine families, some now noble matrons, 
mothers of families, one or two great conventual 
superioresses, still resided in the city, and these wel¬ 
comed their beloved Marcia delightedly. There were, 
too, the .American and English colonies, and a coterie of 
well-known artists. Marcia Vandervelde was a born 
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hostess, a centre around which the brightest and 
cleverest naturally revolved. She changed the large, 
draughty rooms of the old palace into charming reflec- 
tion.s of her own personality. A woman of wide sym¬ 
pathies and cultivated tastes, she delighted in the clever 
cosmopolitan society that gathered in her drawing-room ; 
and it was in this opalescent social sen that she launched 
young Mrs. Champneys. 

Mrs. Champneys was at first but a mild success, a 
sort of pale luminosity reflected from the more dominant 
Mrs. ^''andcl•vcldo. But it so happened that a gifted 
young Italian lost his heart at sight to her red hair and 
green eyes, and discovering that she had no heart of her 
own—at least, none for him—he wrote, in a sqrt of 
frenzy of inspiration, a very fine soiAret sequence nar¬ 
rating his hapless passion. The poet had been as extrav¬ 
agantly assertive as poets in love usually are, and the 
sonnets were really notable; so the young man was 
swept into a gust of fame; all Italy read his verse and 
sympathized with him. ^he object of a popular poet's 
romantic and unfortunate love is always the object of 
curiosity and interest, as Anne Champneys discovered to 
her surprise and annoyance. 

“ Ho was such a little idiot!” she told Marcia Van- 
doi'velde, disgustedly. ” Always sighing and rolling his 
eyes, and looking at one like a sick calf—more than once 
I was tempted to catch him by the shoulders and shako 
himl” 

” He’s a poet, my child,” said Mrs. Vaiiderveldo, 
mischievously, "and you’re the lady in the case. It’s 
been the making of him„ and it hasn’t done you any 
harm : you’ll be a legend in your own lifetime.” 

Marcia was quite right. The poet’s love clung to 
Anne like an intangible perfume, and a halo of romance 
encircled her red head. The Florentines discovered 
that she was beautiful; the English and Americans, 
cooler in judgment, found her charming. And a noted 
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Gemiftn artist came aloDfi and declared that he had 
found in her his ideal Undine. 

Mrs. Peter remained nuchanpcd and unimpressed. 
She Bhnigf»ed indift'erent shoulders; she wasn’t par¬ 
ticularly interested in herself as the object of |>oetic 
adoration. 

She was, however, immensely interested in the beauty 
and romance of Florence. The street crowds, so ^iva- 
cious, so good-humoured, the vivid Florentine faces, en¬ 
chanted her. More astonishing than storied buildings, 
or even imperishable art, were the figures that inoveil 
across the red-and-gold background of the city's histor}’ 
—figures like Dante, Lorenzo the Magnificent, and that 
great prior of San Marco whose “ soul went out in fire.” 
Curiou.sly enough, it was Savonarola who made the most 
profound impression iipt>n her. It seeme<l to her that 
the immortal monk .still dominated Florence, and when 
she saw bis old worn crucifix in his cell at San Marco, 
fiomething awoke in lier spirit—a sense of religious 
value.s. Religion, then, was not a mere fixed conven¬ 
tion, snhscribed to as a sort of proof of conservatism and 
respectability; religion was really a fixed reality, an 
eternal |>ower. She read evei^thing that she could lay 
her hands on covering the history of Fra Girolamo. 
Then she bought a picture of his red Indian-like visage, 
and hung it up in her room. The titanic reformer re¬ 
mained, a shadowj- but very deep power, in the back¬ 
ground of her consciousness, and it was this long <lea<i 
preacher who taught her to pray. He won her pro- 
foundest reverence and faith, because he liad been true, 
he had sealed his faith w'ith his life; she felt tliat she 
could trust him. His honesty appealed to her own. 

It was such curious phases as this of the girl's unfold¬ 
ing character that made lier a ucver-failiiig source of 
interest to Marcia Vandervelde. Under her 8U{>er-ira- 
posed, surfaced indifference, Marcia reflected, Anne had 
a deep strain of pure unworldliness, vast possibilities. 
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Give Anne an ideal, once nronse !>er eiUhusiasin, and she 
^ as capable of tossing aside the world for it. Marcia 
was va.stly interested, too, in the serene detachment of 
the 'rirl a attitude toward all those with whom she came 
ir» contact. One ntiglit evoke interest, sympathy, com¬ 
passion, even a quiet friendliness, but her heart re¬ 
mained quiet, aloof, secure from invasion. Handsome 
young iTicn who fell in love with her—and there were 
several such—seemed unable to stir any emotion in lier, 
except perhaps an impatient resentment. Marcia, of 
course, knew nothing of Glenn Mitchell. But Anne 
Champneys remembered him poignantly. She had 
learned her lesson. 

They had been some six or eight months in Florence 
when Mr. Berkeley Hayden put in his api)earance, 
somewhat to Mrs. Vandervelde's surprise. She had 
not expected thisl She studied her old friend specu¬ 
latively. H'ni ! She remembered the pale face of the 
young Italian poet whose sad sonnets ail Italy was read¬ 
ing with delight. Then she looked at the red-hea<led 
sotirce of those sonnets—and she had im doubt ns to the 
cause of Mr. Hayden’s appearance in Florence at this 
time—and wondered a bit. The situation gave a fillip to 
her imagination ; it was piquant. One wondered how it 
would end. 

.Peter Champneys? Marcia scented di.sniption, wbei'e 
that inipalpablo relationship was concerned. She was 
ignorant as to Anne’s real feelings and intentions in re¬ 
gard to her absentee husband. Anne never mentioned 
him. Slie bore his name, she held herself rigidly aloof 
from all lovers: heroin one saw' her sole concessions to 
the tie binding her. Marcia didn’t see how it was pos¬ 
sible that the two should avoid hating each other; the 
mere fact that they had been arbitrarily forced upon 
each other by the imperious will of old Chadwick would 
inevitably militate against any hope of future affection 
between them. And now here was Berkeley Hayden, 
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quite as imperious as Cliadwiok Cliampnoys Lad ever 
l>eeu, and who was quite as successtul in getting what 
he wanted. 

Anne liad welcomed Mr. Playden gladly. She was 
honestly delighted to see him. Florence had taught 
her, signally, the deptlis of her own lack of culture, and 
this luting knowledge increase<l her res[)ect for ^^r. 
Berkeley Hatden. Marcia was immensely clover, 
charmingly cultivated, a woman of the world in the 
best sense, but Anne’s native slirewdness told her that 
Marcia’s knowledge was not equal to Hayden's. His 
culture was surer and deeper. He was more than a 
mere amateur; he kiifio. He .‘^tood apart, in her mind, 
and just a little higher than anybotly else. She txirned 
to him eagerly, and there was established between them, 
almost unconsciously, the most potent, perfect, and 
dangerous of all relationships, because it is the most 
beautiful and natural—that in which the man i.s the 
teacher and the woman the pupil. 

Hayden saw her, too, to greater advantage, here under 
this Florentine sky, against the background of perhaps 
the most beautiful city in the world. She glowed, 
splendidly young and vivid. She did not laugh often, 
but when she did, it was like a po.al of music ; it came 
straight from her heart and went direct to yours. It 
was as catching as fire, as exhilarating as the cliime of 
sleigh-bellB on a frosty Thanksgiving morning, as clear 
and true as a red-bird's whistle; and it had tucked a why 
in it a funny, throaty chuckle so irresistibly infectious 
that suspicious old St. A^nthony hiinHolf would have 
joined in accord with it, had he heard its silver echo in 
iiis wilderness. Berkeley Hayden’s immortal soul stood 
on the tiptoe of ecstasy when Anne Champneys laughed. 

She no longer thought of herself as Nancy Simms; 
she knew herself now as Anne Champneys, a newer and 
better personality dominating that old, unhappy, 
ignorant self. If at times the man glimpsed that.other 
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shadowy self of hers, it was paid of her mysterious ap¬ 
peal, her enthralling, ballling charm. It invested her 
witli a shade of inscrutable, prescient sorrow, as of old 
unhappy far-off things. He hadn't the faintest idea of 
Nancy Simms, a creature utterly foreign to his experi- 
et^ce. And !>ecause she did not love him. Anne Champ- 
neys never sjwke of that old self, never confided in him. 
He did not know her as she had been, he only knew her 
as she was now. That, however, fully satisfied his 
critical taste, i- The luarv'el of her alabaster skin, fieck- 
less and flawless, the glory of her glittering red hair, the 
sea-depths of her cool, gray-green eyes, the reserve of 
her expression, the virginal curve of her lip, enchanted 
him. Ho liked the tall, slender strength of lier, the 
lightness of her step, her grace when she danced, her 
spirited pose when she rode. Here was the woman, the 
one woman, to bear bis name, to bo the mistress of his 
house. She was the only woman ho had ever really 
wished to inaiTv. ,\nd .«he was nominally mnn-ied to 
Peter Chainpnej's. 

Hayden was honourable. Had hers been a real mar¬ 
riage, had she been a happy wife, he would have re¬ 
spected the tie that bound her, and gone his way. But 
the situation was exceptional. She wasn't really a wife 
at all, and like IVTrs. Vnuder\’elde, he could see in such 
a marriage nothing but a causo for mutual disgust and 
dislike. Well, then, if he loved her, and Peter 
Champneys didn't, he certainly was not working Peter 
Champneys any harm in winning away from him a wife 
he didn't want. Why should lie stand aside and let her 
go, for such a shadow as that ceremony had been? The 
Champneys money? That meant nothing weighed in 
the balance with his desire. Ho could give her as much, 
and more, than she would forego. Mrs. Berkeley 
Hayden would eclipse Mrs. Peter Champneys. ''' 
Deliberately, then, but delicately, after lus fashion, 
Hayden set himself to win Anne Champneys- He felt 
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that his passion for her gave him the right. He meant 
to make her happy. She could have her nianriage 
annulled. Then she would become Mrs. Berkeley 
Hayden. Even the fact that he really knew very little 
about her did not trouble him. He coveted her, and he 
meant to have her. 

He read the young Italian s sonnets, which she had 
inspired, and they made liiin thoughtful. He could 
readily understand the depths of feeling such a woman 
could arouse. Had she no lufart, as the Italian 
lamented? He wondered. It came to him that she 
was, in truth, detached, .sutticient to herself, an ungre- 
garious creature moving solitarily in a mysterious world 
all her own. What did she think? What did she fee) ? 
He didn’t know. He was allowed to .see certain aspects 
of her intelligence, and her (|nickness of peneption, tho 
delicacy of her fancy, her childlike and morning fresh¬ 
ness, and a pungently shrewd Americanism that flashed 
out at odd and unexpected moments, never failed to de¬ 
light him. But her deei>er thoughts, her real feelings, 
her heart, remained sealed and closed to him. 

He saw half-pleasedly, half-jealously the interest she 
aroused in other men. Nothing but her almost unbe¬ 
lievable indifference held hie jealousy in check. He 
reflected with satisfaction that she was on a friendlier 
footing with him than with any other man of her ac¬ 
quaintance, that she had a more instant welcome for 
him than for any other, and for which cause he waa 
cordially hated by several othei'wi.so amiable gentlemen. 
And then he waxed gloomy, reniembonng how emotion¬ 
less, how impersonal, that friendship really was. M 
times he laughed at himself wrj’Iy, localling the pas¬ 
sionate friendship other women had lavished upon him, 
and how wearisome it had been to him, how he had 
wished to escape it. If but a modicum of that passion 
had been bestowed upon him by this girl, how changed 
the world would be for him ! 
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And iu the meantirno Anne Chainpneys liked him 
t^eroncIVi was «»ratoful to him, aware tliat lii8 intellect 
was as a kev that was unlocking her own ; welcomed him 
opeulv and was maddeningly respectful to him. This 
made him rage. What did she think he was, anyhow? 
.-\n old |)rofes.sor, an antiquarian, an archnx>logist? She 
might as well consider him an antediluvian at once! 

" Marcia,” ho said to Mrs. Vandervelde one evening, 
" 1 want you to toll mo all you know about this Champ- 

nevs business. Justexactiv how does the affair stand?” 

« * 

Anne had been carried ofl by some American friends, 
the smart throng that had filled Mrs. Vandcrveldo's 
rooms had gone, and Hayden and his hostess had the 
big, softlv lighted drawing-room to thoniselvos. At his 
ipiery Mrs. \'andervelde turned in lu>r chair, shading 
her eyes with her liand the better to observe him. 

'■ Why I you Idiow as much as I do, Rerkelcy ! You 
know how and why the marriage was contracted, and 
what hinges upon it,” said she, cautiously. 

Ho made an impatient gesture. ”1 want to know 
what slie's going to do. Surely she isn't going to allow 
lierself to he lioiind bv that old lunatic's will, is 
she?” 

” Ho wasn't an old lunatic; he was an old genius. 
Jason had an almost siijicrstitioua reverence for his judg¬ 
ment. Somehow, liis plans always managed to come 
out all right—in the end. Even when tliey seemed 
wild, they came out all right. They're still coming out 
all right.” 

■' And you think this insane marriage is likely to come 
out all right in the end, too?” he asked sharply. 

“I don’t know. Stranger things have happened. 
Why shouldn't this?” 

” Why should it? Th.at fellow Chainpneys-” 

” Is said to be a great painter. At least, he is cer¬ 
tainly a very successful one. Whether or not he can 
make good os Anne Champneys’s husband remains to 
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be seen.” Mrs. Vandervelde was not above the innate 
feminine cattiness. Hayden rose abruptly and bejjan 
to pace the room. He was vaguely aware that he had 
been astrally scratched across the nose. 

■' And you think a girl like Anne will bo willing to 
play patient Griselda?” he asked, scornfully. 

” I don't know. You think she shouldn’t?” 

I think she shouldn’t. I tell you frankly he doesn't 
deserve it.” 

■■ Oh, as for that 1” said Mrs. Vandeiwelde, airily. 

Hayden paused in his restless walk, and looked at her 
earnestly. 

“Berkeley,” said she, changing her light tone, ” am 
I to under.stand that you are—really in earnest?” 

“ I am so much in earnest,” he replied, deliberately, 
“that I do not mind telling you, Marcia, that I want 
this girl. More, I mean to have her, if I can make her 
care for me.” 

She considered this carefully. He had never known 
what it meant to have his wishes thwarted, and now ho 
would move heaven and earth to win Anne Chanipneys. 

Well, but! - She liked Hayden, and she didn’t 

think, all things considered, that Anne Champneys could 
do better, if she wished to have her marriage to Peter 
annulled, than to marry Berkeley. But how would 
Jason consider such a move? Jason had been greatly 
attached to oM Mr. Champneys. Indeed, his connec¬ 
tion with that astute old wizard had just about doubled 
their income. Jason wouldn’t be likely to look with 
friendly eyes upon this bringing to naught what he 
knew had been Champneys’s fondest scheme. She 
said, after a pause : 

“ Does Anne know?” 

“ Who knows what Anne knows? But on the face 
of it I should say she doesn’t. At least, she doesn’t 
appear to. I have been very—circumspect,” said he, 
moodily. And be added angrily : ” She seems to regard 
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me as a sort of cicerone, a perambulating, vocal 
Baedeker!” 

Mrs. Vander\-elde smiled openly. “It is your surest 
hold uf)on her. I shouldn’t cavil at it, if I were you. 
To Anne you are the sum total of human knowledge. 
Your dictum is the last word to be said about anything.” 

But Berkeley still looked sulky. The idea of being 
what Sydney Smith said Macaulay was —a book in 
breeches —didn’t appeal to him at all. 

” What would you adWse me to do?” he asked, after 
a pause. 

She said reflectively : ” Let her alone for a while, 
Berkeley. If her liking for you grows naturally into 
affection—and it may, you know—that would be best. 
If you try to force it. yoxi may drive her from you 
altogether. I tell you frankly she is not in the least 
interested in any man as a lover, so far as I can judge.’* 

Ho was forced to admit the truth of thia She wasn't. 
She seemed to dislike any faintest sign of loverliuess 
from any man toward her. Hayden had observed her 
icy attitude toward the painter who had fancied he found 
in her his ideal Undine, and who showed too openly his 
desire to help her gain a soul for herself. The idea that' 
she might look at him us she bad looked at the painter 
was highly unpleasant to him. He asked again : 

” But what am I to do?" 

” Nothing,” said Mrs. Vandervelde, succinctly 

” But suppose she falls in love with .somebody else.” 

” She is more likely to fall in love with you, I should 
imagine, if you keep quiet for a while and allow her to 
do BO. Just remain her guide, philosopher, and friend, 
can’t you?” 

The clever, cosmo{>olitan Mr. Berkeley Hayden 
tugged at his short moustache and looked astonishingly 
like a sulky school-boy. 

“W^ell, if you think that’s the best thing I eon 
do-” he began. 
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1 know it is,” said she. And she reflected that 
even the cleverest man, wlien he is really in love, is 
something of a fool. 

Here Anne herself came in and the three dined to¬ 
gether, a statuesque maid in a yellow bodice and a purple 
skirt waiting on them. Agata’s ‘‘ Si?” was like a flute- 
note, and the two women loved to see her moving about 
their roonjs. It was like having Hebe wait on them. 

Anne turned to Hayden eagerly. She wished his 
oi)inion of a piece of tapestry an antiquarian in the Via 
liiscasoli wished to sell her. Would he go and look at 
it with her? And there was an old lamp she fancied 
but of the geuniueuess of which she wasn’t sure. And 
she added, dropping her voice, that she’d gotten a copy 
of one of Fra Girolamo Savonarola's sermons, beauti¬ 
fully done on vellum, evidently by some loving monkish 
follower of his. Didn’t he w-ant to see it? She looked 
at him eagerly. Mrs. Vandervelde, catching his eye, 
smiled. 

Hayden played his paxt beautifully, concealing the 
tumult of his feelings under the polished surface of the 
serene manner that Anne so greatly admired. He made 
himself indispensable ; he gave her his best, unstintedly, 
and Hayden at his best was inimitable. Marcia Van¬ 
dervelde regarded him with new respect and admiration. 
Berkeley vras really wonderful! 

When he took his departure, Anne Champnoys felt 
that tile glamour of Florence had departed with him. It 
was as if the sunshine had been withdrawn, along with 
that polished presence, that gem-like mind. She missed 
him to an extent that astonished her. She thought that 
even Giotto’s Campanile looked bleak, the day Berkeley 
Hayden left. 

” I'm going to miss you hideously,” she told him 
truthfully. 

” I hope so,” be said gnardedly. He did not wish to 
show too plainl}’ how overjoyed he was at that admis- 
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sion. " And I'm going to liope you’ll find me necessixry 
in New York. I'm looking forward to peeing you in 
New York, you know’. I have two new pictures I w’ant 
you to see.” 

Her face brightened. ” Your being there will make 
me glad to go back to New York,” she said happily. 
And Hayden had to resist a wild impulse to shout, to 
catch her in his arms. He went away with hope in his 
heart. 

But Mrs. Vandervelde, watching her closely, thought 
she w’as too open in her regret. N-no, Anne wasn’t in 
love with Hayden—yet. She picked tip her studies, to 
which he had given impetus, with too hearty a zest. 
And w’hen bo wrote her amusing, witty, delightful 
letters, she w’as too willing to have Marcia read them. 

They remained in Italy six months or so more ; and 
then one day Anne rctimned from a piimic, and said to 
Marcia abruptly : 

Woulil you mind if I asked you to leave Florence— 
if I .should want to go home?” 

Marcia said quietly: ” No. If you wish to go, we 
will go. Are you tired of Italy?” 

Anno Champnoys looked at her with wide eyes. For 
a moment she hesitated, then she arose, ran to Marcia, 
and clung to her with her head against her friend’s 
shoulder. 

“ You're so good to me—and I care so much for you 
—I'll toll you the truth,” she said in a whisper. ” I— 
I heard something to-day, Marcia,— he's coming to 
1^01110—soon. .And of course he'll come here, too.” 

”He? Who?” 

” Peter Champneys,” said Peter's wife, and literally 
shook in her shoes. Her clasp tightened. Marcia put 
her arms around her, and felt, to her surprise, that Anne 
was frightened. 

” You are sure?” 

” Yes. I hoard it accidentally, but I am sure. You 
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know how pretty the Arno is at the spot where we pic¬ 
nicked. We strolled about, and I—didn't want to talk 
to anybody, so I slippe<l away by myself. There wore 
a couple of English artists painting near by, and ju.st as 
I cam© up I overheard wliat tliey were saying. Marcia 
—they were talking about— him. They said he'd been 
called to Rome to paint somelxxly’s picture—the pope's, 
maybe—and they’d probably see him here, later. They 
secificd to be—friends of his, from the wav tbev si>oko.” 

4 * 4 

She shivered. “ Italy isn't bigenough to hold us two !” 
she said, de-sperately. “Marcia, I can’t—run the risk 
of meeting Peter Champneys. Not until I have to. 
I—I' ve got to get away ! ’ ’ Her voice broke. 

“ y\ll right, dear. We'll go," said Murcia, sooth¬ 
ingly. “ Jason’s about fini.shed his work in Brazil, and 
he’ll he back in New York by this. Do you want to go 
directly home?” 

“Yes,” said Anne Champneys. “Italy’s a very 
little place compared with America. Let's go back to 
America, Marcia.” 

Mrs. Vandcn’elde stroked the red head. It seemed 
to her that fate was playing into Mr. Berkeley Hayden's 
hands. 



CHAPTER XVII 

T H K G r T T E R-C A N DLB 

Although the Chnmpneys house was tightly closed, 
with the upper door and windows boarded up, the blonde 
person in shoddy fineries rang the area bell on the chance 
that there must be a caretaker somewhere about the 
premivsos. She felt that when one has come ui)on such 
an errand as lid's, one mustn't leave'any stone un¬ 
turned; and she couldn’t trust to a haphazard letter. 
An impassive and immaculate .Ta])anese opened the 
door, and stood looking at her without any expression 
at all. Had the blonde person baldly stated her errand, 
the Japanese would probably have closed the door and 
that W’ould have been the end of it. But she didn’t 
speak : after a sharp glance at him she opened her gay 
hand-bag, extracted a slip of paper, handed it to him, 
and stood waiting. 

Tho Japanese read : " I wish you’d do what you can, 
for my sake,” and saw that it was addressed to Mr. 
Chadwick Champneys and signed by Mr. Peter Champ- 
neys. It had evidently been carefully kept, and for a 
long time, as tho creases showed. Tlie Japanese stood 
reflecting for a few moments, then beckoned the blonde- 
person inside the house, ushering her into a very neat 
basement sitting-rooni. 

" For you?” he asked, glancing at the slip of paper. 

” Me? No. I oome for a lady friend o’ mine. You 
might tell ’em she’s awful sick an’ scared—just about 
all in, she is—or she wouldn’t of sent. But he said she 
was to como here an’ hand in that slip I’ve just gave 
you. That’s how I come to bring it.” 

“All right. You W'ait,” said the Japanese, and 
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glided from the room. It was the first time Hoichi had 
received any message from the new master, as he knew 
Mr. Peter Chainpneys to be; if the message was 
genuine, he was sure that Mr. Chadwick Champneya, 
had he been alive, would have investigated it. Hoichi 
couldn’t imagine how the blonde person had gotten hold 
of such a slip of paper, signed by Mr. Peter Champneya. 
If there was some trick behind it, some ulterior motive 
underlying it, then Hoichi projwsed to have the trickster 
taught a needed lesson. He was a suspicious man and 
visfoDS of clever robbers planning a raid on the premises 
rose before him. He would run no risks, take no 
chances. He rang up Mr. Jason Vander\’elde, fortun¬ 
ately caught the lawyer at home, and faithfully repeated 
the blonde per^n's message. He insisted that the sig¬ 
nature was genuine ; he had seen many letters addressed 
to the late Mr. Chainpneys by his nephew, and he wmild 
recognize that writing anywhere. He jisked to be 
instructed. 

“Tell her to wait half an hour and I’ll be there,” said 
the lawyer, ujion reflection. 

The blonde per.^^on was leaning hju'k in a Morris chair, 
tiredly, when Vandervcldo was ushered into the base¬ 
ment sitting-room. He recognized her type with some¬ 
thing of a shock. She was what might be called—charit¬ 
ably—a peripatetic person, and she reeked of very strong 
perfume. The lawyer’s eyes narrowed, while he ex¬ 
plained briefly that ho re/iresented the Chainpneys 
interests. Would she explain as concisely as possible 
just why and for whom sho had come? 

She explained ramblingly. Mr. Vandfuweldo gath¬ 
ered that a certain "lady friend ” of hers, one Grocio 
Cantrell, now in the hospital, said her prayers to Mr. 
Peter Champneys, whom she b(jd meton a time, and who 
had advised her if ever she needed help to apply to his 
uncle, and to tell him that he had sent her. Peeling 
herself down aiid out now, she had done so. 

17 
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■'Honest to Gawd, tlie j)oor little simp thinks this 
feller s a angel. Why—when she gets out o’ her head, 
she don t rave about nothin’ hut him, beggin' him to 
help her. Amt it somethin’fierce,though ?” Tbeblonde 
person dabbed at her eyes with a scented handkerchief. 

Mr. Vandervelde ruhl>etl his nose thoughtfully. A 
girl down and out, a waif in a city ward, in her delirium 
calling upon IVtor Champneys for help, didn’t sound 
at all good to him. In connc<‘tion with that pencilled 
slip which seemed to imply that she liad a right to expect 
help, it smacked of possible heart-interest—sob-stuff— 
so dear to enterprising sjKxual writers for a yellow press. 

couldn’t understand how or where Peter had met the 
girl; possibly some youthful fimlishness hack there in 
Carolina. Maybe she d followctl him north, to become 
what her friendship with such as the blonde person indi¬ 
cated. Vandervelde wa.s a cautious man and he thought 
he had better investigate that message, written before 
Chadwick Charnpneys’s death. 

" My oar's outside,” he told the blonde person briefly. 
” We’ll see this CJracie at once and find out just what’s 
to be done.” 

It was past the hour for visitors, hut Vandervehle’s 
card procured them admittance to the ward where Gracie 
lay. At siglit of the big-eyed, white-faced, wasted little 
creature who looked at him with such a frightened and 
beseeching stare. Vanderveldc’s suspicions of her died. 
No matter what she had been—and the house-physi¬ 
cian's brief comment on her case left him in no doubt— 
this poor wrecked bit of humanity beached u|x)n the 
bleak shore of a charity ward was harmless. He 
absolved her of all evil intent, of any desire to obtain 
an 3 d;hing under false pretences. He even absolved the 
blond© person, >vho despite her brassy hair, her hectic 
face, had of a sudden become a kind, gentle, and sooth¬ 
ing presence. 

■ * Well, dearie, you got a straight tip from that feller. 


■259 


THE GUTTEIi-CANDLE 

All I had to do was to show that piece o' pajx-r he give 
you, and this kind gent’inan come light oil to see vou,” 
siiid the blonde cheerfitllv- "An' now uiavbe he'll be 
wantin’ to talk with you, so I’ll leave you be. Good 
night, dearies,” and she stepped away quietly, a trail 
of perfume in her wake, so that \'anden’elde’s nose 
involuntarily wrinkled. 

Gracie lay and looked at lioi visitor. 

” You ain’t his uncle, ^’ou don't look nothin' at all 
like him,” said she, disapjxjintedly. 

” No. His uncle is dead. I'm the lawyer who has 
tlie estate in charge. So you can tell me just exac-tlv 
what you know about Mr. I’eter Champneys, and then 
toll me wliat I can do for yon.” 

He spoke so kindly that Gracie's spirits rovive<l. She 
told him just exactly what she knew about Mr. Peter 
Charnpneys, which of course was very, very little. Yet 
this much was luminouslv clear ; of all the men OriKiio 
had ever encountered, of all her exjieriences, Peter 
Champneys and the hour he had sat and talked with her 
stood out clearest, clean, touclicd with a soft and pure 
light, a solitary sweet remembrance in a sodden and 
sordid existence. 

” Like a angel, he was. I never seen nolnidy with 
such a way o’ lookin' at you. Never pretended he 
didn’t understand, hut treated me like a lady. I 
couldn’t never forget liirn. T kep’ tlie piece o’ paper be 
give me, mostly because it was somethin’ belongin' to 
him an’ it sort o’ proved I hadn’t dreamed him. 1 never 
meant to ask for no helji—but when T come hero—an’ 
there wasn’t nothin’ else to do, I kep’ reinemlx'rin’ ho 
said I was to go to his uncle an’ say he'd sent me. I— 
I’m scared ! My Gawd !—I’m scared !” 

Ho remembered once seeing a trapped rabbit die of 
sheer terror. This girl, trapped by tlie inevitable, re¬ 
minded him unpleasantly of the rabbit. His kind lieart 
contracted. He asked gently : 
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“What is it you arc so afraid of. Grade? Try to 
tell tiie just what you want me to do for you.” 

PcTspiratioii appeared upon lier forehead. She 
clutched hi]n witli a skeleton hand. 

■' I’m scared o' heinp; cut up!” she whispered fear¬ 
fully. “Oil, for Gawdsnke, save me from bein’ cut 
up !” Her eyes widened ; in lier thin breast you could 
see her labourin'' heart thumping. “ I want you to keep 
’em from cuttin’ me up!” she repeated feverishly. 

Cutting you up?” \hinder\’elde looked at her vron- 
deringly. 

” Yes. I heard ’em say I didn’t have no chanst. 
They put you in the morgue—afterward—when you're 
folks like me, and then the doctors come and get you 
and cut you up. I don’t want to he cut up! For 
Christ’s sake, don’t you let ’em cut me up !” 

Vandervelde felt a sort of sick horror. He couldn’t 
quite understand Gracie's psychology ; her unreasoning, 
ignorant terror. 

“ Why, my poor girl, what n notion! You-” he 

stammered. 

” 1 been treated bad enough alive without bein’ cut 
up when I’m dead," said sIjc, interrupting him. “I 
get to thinkin’ about it. wakin’ up here in the night. 
Ho said his folka’d help me if I asked ’em.” 

” Of course, of course ! Certainly we’ll help !” said 
Vandervelde liastily. 

” If I had any money saved up, ’twouldn't be so bad. 
B»jt I ain t. VT* never do. I—I been sick a long time. 
What clothes I had they kep’ against the rent I was 
owin’, when they told me to get out. An' I walked an’ 
walked—an’ then one.©’ them cops in Central Park, be 
• seen me, an’ next thing I knew I was here.” 

She was getting hysterical, and he saw that it was 
quite useless to try to reason with her; the one wav 
to allay her terror was to make the promise she 
implored. 
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•'Well, now that your message has reache<3 us, 
Gra^ie, you need not be afraid any more, because what 
you fear won’t happen ; it can t happen. There ! Put 
it out of your mind.” 

She stared at him intently, and decided that this large, 
fair man was one to be implicitly trusted. 

“You bein’ one o’ his people, if you say it won’t 
happen, then it won’t happen,” she told him, and 
fetched a great sigh of relief. ” Oh ! T was that scared 
I ’mo.st died ! I—I just naturally can't l>ear the idea o 
bein’ turned over to them doctors.” And she shuddered. 

“Well, now that you’re satisfied you won’t be, sup- 
IX)se you tell me soinething more immediate that I can 
do for you. Isn’t there soinething you’d like?” 

“ I’d like it most of anything if you'd tell me somtv 
thin’ about him,” she said timidly. ” I know I got no 
right to ast, me bein’ what I am,” she added, apolo- 
getically. ” You see, nobody ever behaved to me hke 

he did, an’ I can’t forget him.” 

She lo<»kcd so pathetically eager, her look was so 
humble, that Vanderveldc couldn’t find it in his heart 
to deny the request. lie found himself telling her that 
Peter Champneys ha<l become a groat painter, that he 
had never returned to America, and that his wife also 

was abroad. , • o t 

“Is iho lady he’s married to as nice as liim / i sure 

hope she’s good enough for him,” was Gracie s 

comment. ,, ^ , 

Seeing how mortally weak slio was. Vanderveldo took 

bis departure, promising to see her again. He had a 
further interview with the house-physician and Iho head 
nurse. Whatever could bo done for her would bo <!onc. 
but they had handled too many Gracies to be optimistic 
about this particular'one. They knew how quick y 
these gutter-candles flicker out. 

Commonplace as the girl was, she 
Vandcrvelde’s interest and sym|>athy. That sho h. 
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won young Poter Ciiiunpneys's didn’t surprise him. He 
waa glad that sIjc had had tliat one disinterested and 
kindly deed to look hack to. The boy’s quixotic be¬ 
haviour l.rought a snnie to tlie lawyer’s lips. Fancy his 
wishing to send such a girl to liis uncle and being sure 
that old C.hadwick wouldn’t misunderstand' Gracie 
r^^st a new light u|>ou Peter Champneys, and a very 
ikeahle one. \'andervelde had seen m tlie uncle some¬ 
thing of that same unworldliness that the nephew dis- 
played, and it had established the human equation 
between Peter and the shrewd old man. * 

llusy as he was he managed to see Gracio again. 

ferrelrtl.:ta"l 

It’s not fittin’,”ahe said. " Anyhow, I don't want 

<> stay hy myself. When I wake up at night I want to 

noboliT' people's better than 

nobody. It 8 sort o comfoitm' to have comp'ny.” and 

ho stayed in the war.l. sharing with less fortunate oni^! 

he ft uit and tlowers Vandervelde had sent to her Once 

the gnjipmg ear that had obsessed her hiui been 

micht'he relied' ><indness tl.at 

might byehed u|x)h, she proved a gay littie’body. \s 

the blonde person said, Gracie wasn't a bad sort^at all 

As a matter of fact, neither w;w the blonde person* 

\anden-elde saw that, and it troubled his complacent 

R,itiHfnction with things. Ho saw in the waste of theL 

women an effect of that fatally unmoral energy ironicalh 

c,.l od ...odern c.vili.a.,„„. Ho wondered how lIC! ' 

or I eter s wife, would react to Gracie Slioiild 1.^ f«i 

then. ..boot her? N-„„, he rather tho„ghr..„; 

Marcia had cabled that eho and Anne we.^ leavine 

wife s »b,sence he had I,ad to make two or three Son 
American trips, to safeguard certain valuable Chomm 
neys interests. The trips had been highly succe^id 
and interesting, and ho hadn’t disliked^hem, but 
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Vandervelde was incurably domestu:; lie liked Marcia at 
the househol<l helm. 

" I wanted to hire lialf a dozen brass-bands to meet 
you,” he told his wife the morning of her arriviil, and 
kissed her brazenly. ''Marcia, you are prettier than 

ever! As for Anne-” At siglit of Anne Champ- 

ney.s his eyes widened. 

"Why, .Anne! Why Anne!” H<‘ took ofi his 
glasses, polisheil them, and stared at his ward. Marcia 
smiled the plea.sed smile of the artist whose work is being 
appreciated by a competent critic. She was immensely 
proud of the tali fair girl, so poised, so serene, so 
decorative. 

” As a target for the hutnan eye,” said Vandervelde, 
fervently, ” you’re more than a success : you're a riot!” 

Anne slipjied her hand into tiie crook of his arm. 
■' I’m glad you like me,” said she, frankly. ” It’s so 
nice when the right jK;ople like one.” 

Hayden was not in town. He ilidn’t. as a matter of 
fact, know that they had left Italy, for Anne’s last letter 
had said nothing of any intention to return to America 
sliortly. Anne felt curiously disappointed that ho 
wasn’t at the pier with Jason to meet them. She was 
surprised at her own eagerness to see him. He pleased 
her more than any nian she liad ever met, and her im¬ 
patience grew with his absence. 

Marcia, a born general, was already [ilanning with 
masterly attention to details the social career of Mrs 
Peter Champneys. With the forces that she could com¬ 
mand, the immense power that Berkeley Hayden would 
swing in lier favour, and the Champneys money, that 
career promised to be unusually- brilliant, when one 
considered Anne herself. 

The Champneys house was to i)c reojiened. In the 
main, as Chadwick Champneys ha<l planned it, it pleased 
Marcia’s ciitieal taste. Anne herself appreciated as she 
had been unable to do when she first came to it. She 
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liked its fine Aubnsson carpets, its lovely old rosewood 
and mahogany furnitnre, its uncluttered stateliness. 
But there were certain changes and improvements she 
wished made, and she took a businesslike pleasure in 
supervising the carrying out of her orders. The portrait 
of Mr. Chadwick Chamjmeys, painted tlie year before 
his deatli, hung over the library mantel and seemed to 
WiUcli her thoughtfully, critically, with its fine brown 
eyes. The girl he had snatcheii from obscure slavery 
liI:c:J to .study the vi.sage of the old monomaniac who had 
been th(> god in the machine of her existence. Her 
judgment of him now was clear-<'yed hut cold. He had 
been liberal l>ecause it fell in with his plans. He had 
never been loving. 


^She was sitting in the library one morning, looking up 
at him rather sombrely. Workmen came and went, and 
.somewhere in the back regions a hammer kept up a 
steady tapping. 

Mr. Hayden, sa-id Hoichi, as he ushered that 
gentleman into the room. 

She turned her head and looked at him for a full 
moment before rising to gi-eet him : one of Anne Champ- 
neys’s long, still, my.sterious looks, that made his heart 
foci as if it were a candle, blown and .shaken by the wind 
Then she smiled and held out her hand. It was good to 
see him again ! She w'as prouder of his friendship than 
of anything that had yet come to her. It gave lier a 
ffbnsc of security, raised her in her own estimation. 

Sha explained, eagerly, the changes and improve¬ 
ments she was planning, and he went over the house 
with her. Ho liked it as Marcia liked it; once or twice • 
he offered suggestions; tlie relationship of pupil and 
master was at once resumed—but this time the pupil 
was more advanced. 

Then he took her out to lunch. It was with difficulty 
that ho restrained the exuberant delight he felt; just to 
have her with him went to his head. “ Marcia’s advice 
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was wise, but iny beliaviour’s going to be otherwise if I 
don’t keep a tiglit hold upon myself,” he told himself. 

He jealously watched her social progress, and he con¬ 
tributed not a little toward it. He had a sense of pro¬ 
prietorship in her, and he did not mean that she should 
be just one among many; he wi.shed her to be a great 
luminary around which lesser lights revolved- Under 
Marcia Vandervelde’s wing, tlicn, Mrs. Peter Chami> 
neys was launched, and from the very first she was a 
success. She played her part beautifully, though she 
was curiously apathetic about her triumphs. The in¬ 
cense of adulation did not make as sweet an odour in her 
nostrils as one might have supposed. Anne Cliampneys 
was oddly lacking in persona! vanity, and she retained 
her sense of values, she wa-s able to see things in their 
just proportions. That she had created a sensation 
didn’t turn her red head. But she had .a feeling that she 
had, in a sense, kept her word to Chadwick Chainpneys, 
discharged part of her debt. This was what he had 
wished fier to accornplisli. Very well, slie had accom¬ 
plished it. She was glad. But she sensed a certain 
liollowness under it all. Sometimes, alone in lier room, 
she would stand and look long and earnestly at the red 
Indian face of Fra Girolamo Savonarola, brought from 
Florence and now lianging on her wall. That room had 
changed. It was plain and siinjile, almost austere ; the 
"honest monk” who had died in the fire, and the 
wooden crucifix under him, seemed to dominate it. 
That treasure of a maid whom Marcia had secured for 
her secretly sniffed at Mrs. Champneys’s bedchamber. 
She couldn’t understand it. It wasn’t in keeping with 
the rest of the house. For it was a brilliant bouse, as 
the home of an exceedingly fashionable, wealthy, and 
handsome woman should be. 

Anoe bore the name of Cbampneys like a conquering 
banner. What bad happened on a smaller scale in 
Florence happened on a large scale here at home. 
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Somethin" of the Cliainpneys story bad crept out—the 
early marria-ffe. whicli had kept all tlie wealth in the 
family : the <loj)arture of the hriclogroom to bocoine an 
artist, and the fact tliat he had really become a noted 
one. The halo of romance encircled her head. She 
was considered beautiful and clever, and the friamonr of 
much money added.to the impression site created; but 
she was also considered cold, inaccessible, and perhaps, 

:is the Italian had said, without a heart. She became, 
as Marcia had lan«'hin"iy prodieted. a leeond in her own 
lifetime. 

Jason \'andervelde watclied her speculatively. He 
adored .Anne, and he hopt'd she wasn't {toing to be spoiled 
hv all the pother made over her. And lie watched with 
a prowinp concern Berkeley Hayden's quiet, persistent, 
deliberate pursuit of her. Jjvson wasn't under any 
illusions about the Cbainpneys marriage, but he liad, as 
his wife said, an almost superstitious respect for 
Chadwick Champneys. and tliat marriage ha(} been tlie 
old man's darling plan. It was upon that he had 
huildod. and Vanderveldc hat<’d to see that plan brought 

to naught. Anno wouldn't really lose, of course_ 

Hayden could give her as inucli ns she might forego— • 
hut Vanderveldc somehow didn't relisli the idea. That 
girl Gracie, lingering on in the hospital ward, had 
brought the real Peter Cliampneys poignantly close to 
hia trustee. He couldn’t help thinking that if Anne could 
know tiint real Peter, there might bo a hope that old 
Chadwick’s judgment would be once more vindicated. 
At the same time, he cared a great deal for Berkeley 
Hayden, and the latter wanted Anne. And when Hay¬ 
den wanted anything he generally got it. What Aniie 
herself thought, or what she might know, he couldn’t 
determine. And Marcia, when he ventured to speak to 
her about the matter, said cryptically : 

’’Why worry? What is to be, will be. Kismet, 
Jason, kismet!” 
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On a certain afternoon tlie honse-pliysician telej)honed 
Mr. Vaudervelde that tlie <^111 Gracio was very low, and 
that she had asked for him. Vaudervelde finished the 
letter he was dictating to his secretary, gave a few 
further instructions to that faithful animal, and had 
himself driven to the hospital. He couldn’t exphiin his 
feelings where Gracie was concerned. There was some¬ 
thing to blame, somewhere, for these Gracies. It niade 
him feel a bit remorseful, as if he and his sort had left 
something undone. 

The house-physician said that Oracle’s hold u{>on life 
was a mystery and a miraele ; by all the laws she should 
have been gone some months since. She had certainly 
taken her time about dying! Her little, sharj), imma¬ 
ture face had lost all earthline.s.s ; onlj' the eyes were 
alive. They looked at Vaudervelde gratefully. He had 
been very kitul, and Gracie was trying to thank him. 

/’Good-bye,” said Gracie.' ” You been wliite. Tell 
him —I couldn’t never forget him.” She jjut out a claw 
of a hand, and the big man took it. 

Is there—anything else I can do for you, Gracie? 
Isn’t there something you’d like?” The business of 
seeing Gracie go wasn’t at all pleasant. 

Her eyes of a sudden sparkled. She smiled. 

” There’s one thing 1 been wanting'awful bad. But 
I ain't sure I ought to ask.” 

” Tell me, my child, tell me.” 

” 1 want to see her,” said Gracie, unexpectedly. 

” Her?” 

” His wife. I got no right to ast, but I want some¬ 
thin’ awful to see his wife. Just once before I—I go, I 
want to see her.” 

Vaudervelde felt bewildered. He had never spoken 
of Gracie to Marcia, or to Anne. They were so far re¬ 
moved from this poor little derelict that be was not sure 
they would undcr.stand. He said after a moment’s 
painful reflection : 
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“ My poor child, I will see what I can do. But if I 

—tliat is, if slie-” He paused, not knowing exactly 

how to put his dilemma into words without wounding 
her. But Gracie understood. 

" You mean if she won’t come? That’s what I want 
to know,” said she, enigmatically. So weak was she 
that with the words on her lips she dropped into sudden 
slumber. He stood looking down upon her irresolutely. 
Then he tiptoed away, meeting at the door the house- 
physician. 

■'How long?” asked the law’yer, jerkily. 

” Probably until morning. Or at any minute,” said 
the doctor, indifferently. He thought it the best thing 
Gracie could do. 

Vanden’olde nodded. Then, moved by one of those 
impulses under the influence of which the most con¬ 
servative and careful people do things that astonish 
nobody more than themselves, he got into his car and 
went after Anne Champneys. 

Anne w’as for the moment alone. The spring dusk 
had just fallen, and she was glad to sit for a breathing- 
space in the shadowy room. Berkeley Hayden had just 
left. His visit had been momentous, and as a result she 
was shaken to the depths. She had come face to face 
with destiny, and she was called upon to make a decision. 

For the first time Hayden had broken the rigid nile 
of conduct he had set for himself. He felt that he could 
endure no more. He had to know. They had chatted 
pleasantly, idly. But of a sudden Berkeley had risen 
from his chair, gone to the window, looked out, turned 
and faced her. 

” Anne.” said he, directly, ” what are you going to 
do. about Peter Champneys?” 

She started as if she had received an electric shock. 
After a moment, looking at him with a confused and 
startled stare, she stammered : 
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" W-why do you ask?" 

"I liave to know," said Hayden, and liis voice 
trembled. "You must be aware, Anne, that I love 
you. I have loved you from the first moment of our 
meeting. You are the only woman I liave ever really 
wished to marry. That is why I must ask you : What 
are you going to do about Peter Champueys?" 

" I—I don’t know," said she, twisting her fingers. 

"Do you fancy you might be able to love him— 
later?" 

"No." said she, violently. "Not" 

" Why, then, do you not have this abominable mar¬ 
riage annulled?" he demanded. "I know’ nothing of 
Champneys, except that he’s an artist—and, truth forces 
me to say, a great one. But if he doesn't love you, if 
you do not love him, do you think anything but misery 
is ahead for you both, if you decide to carry out the terms 
of that promise extorted from you?” 

Rhe shrank back in her chair. She made no reply, 
and Hayden came and stood directly before ber, looking 
'down at her. 

" And I—am I nothing to you, Anne? I love you. 
What of me, Anne?" 

"What can I say?" said she, falteriugly. "I am 
not free." 

" If you were free, would you marry me? For that 
is what I am asking you to do—free yourself, and marry 
me." 

She lifted her troubled C 3 'C 8 . " If I w’ere free," she 

said, "if I were free—Berkeley, give me time to con¬ 
sider this. It isn't only the annulling of my marriage 
to a roan I had never seen until the day I niarried him, 
and have never seen since—it’s the breaking of my 

promise to Uncle Chadwick-" They were in the 

library, and she looked up at the portrait above the 
mantel. Hayden’s glance followed hers. 

‘ ■ He had no right to. extort any such promise from 
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you !” he cried. “ Aune, think it over! Weigh Peter 
Chainpneys and me in the balance. And—let the best 
man win, Anne. Will you?” 

Slio regarded him steadfastly. ” Yes,” slie said. 

-And when you have decided, you will let me know ?” 

” I will let you know,” said she, smiling faintly. 

Berkeley took her hand and kissed it. He looked 
deep into her eyes. Then he left her. He had been 
very quiet, biit liis passion for her glowed in his eyes, 
rang in liis voice, and was in tlie lips that kissed her 
j>alm. 

She had not been in tlie least thrilled by it, but she 
was not displeased. She liked him. As for loving him, 
she didn’t think it was really in licr to love anybody. 
T.;ooking back upon her youtliful infatuation for Glenn 
Mitchell, she smiled at herself twistedly. She knew 
now that she had been in love with tlie bright shadow 
of love. 

But, she reflected, if she did not love Hayden, she 
respected him, she was proud of liim ; he represented 
all that w’as l)est and moat desirable in her present life. 
Life with Berkeley Hayden wouldn't be empty. And 
life as she faced it now was ns empty as a shell that has 
lost even the faintest echo of the sea. Despite its out¬ 
ward glitter, its mother-of-pearl sheen, she was begin¬ 
ning to be more and more aware of its innate hollowness. 
Her young and healthy nature cried out against its 
futility. She was in the May morning of her existence, 
and yet the joy of youth eluded her. 

She had, perhaps, one more year of freedonj. Then— 
Peter Chainpneys. Berkeley might well ask what she 
was going to do about it! \Vas she to accept as final 
that contract which would make her the unloved wife of 
an unloved husband? Now that siie had grown some¬ 
what older and considerably wiser, now that her horizon 
had widened, Iier sense of values broadened, she per¬ 
ceived that she owed to herself, to her sacredest instincts. 
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tbe highest duty. She did not like to break her pledged 
word ; but that pledge wronged Berkeley, wronged her, 
wronged Peter. 

Her feeling toward that unknown husband was one of 
stark terror, a sick dislike that had grown stronger with 
the years. In her mind he remained unchanged. She 
saw’ him as the gawky, shrinking boy, his lips apart, hi.s 
eyes looking at her with uncontrollable aversion. Oh, 
no! ]nfe with Peter Champneys was unthinkable! 
There remained, then, Berkeley Hayden. It wasn’t 
unpleasant to think of Berkeley Hayden. It made one 
feel safe, and assured ; there was a glamour of gratified 
pride about it—Nancy Simms—Mrs. Peter Champneys 
—Mrs. Berkeley Haydeti. A little smile touched her 
lip.s. 

Into these not unpleasant iriusings Mr. Ja.son Vander- 
velde irrupted him.self, witli the astotmding request that 
she come with him now. immediately, to a hospital 
where a girl unknow’n to her prayed to seo her. Hoichi 
had turned the lights on upon Mr. Vaiidervelde’s en¬ 
trance, .and Anne looked at her visitor wonderingly. 

“I do sound wild.” admitted Jason, “but if you 
could have seen the poor thing’s face when she asked to 
see you—Anne, she’ll be dead before morning.” Tlie 
big man’s glance was full of entreaty. 

” But if she doesn’t know me, why on earth should 
she wish to see rne—at such a time?” asked Anne, still 
more astonished. 

Flounderingly Vandervelde tried to tell her. A ques¬ 
tionable girl, to whom Peter Champneys had been kind 
—she couldn’t exactly gather how. Dying in a hospital, 
and before she went wishing to see Peter Champnoye’s 
wife. 

Peter Champneys’s wife, fortunately for herself, was 
still too near and close to tbe plain people to consider 
such a request an outrageous impertinence, to be refused 
as a matter of course. The terrible power of money had 
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not come to her soon enough to make her consider her¬ 
self of different and better clay than her fellow mortals. 
She waen’t haughty. The heart she was not supposed 
to possess stirred uncomfortably. She looked at Van- 
dervelde questioningly. 

" Yon wish me to go?” 

” I leave that to you entirely,” said he, uncomfort¬ 
ably. ■' But,” he blurted, “I think it would be mighty 
decent of you.” 

” I will go,” she said. • 

When they reached the hospital, the blonde person 
was with Gracie. The blonde person had been crying, 
and it had not improved her appearance. Her nose 
looked like a pink wedge driven into the white triangle 
of her face. Screens had been placed around the bed. 
A priest with a rosy, good-humoured face was just 
leaving. 

Gracie turned her too-large eyes upon Peter Champ- 
neys’s wife with a sort of unearthly intensity, and Anne 
Ohampneys looked down at her with a certain compas¬ 
sion. Anne had a bourgeois sense of respectability, and 
she had involuntarily stiffened at sight of the blonde drab 
sitting by the bedside, staring at her with sodden eyes. 
She hadn’t expected the blonde. She ignored her and 
looked, instead, at Gracie. One could be decently sorry 
for Gracie. 

A faint frown puckered Grade’s brows. Her hand in 
the blonde person's tightened its grasp. After a moment 
she said gravely : 

'* You came?” 

"Yes,” said Anne, mechanically. “I came. You 
wished to see me?” Her tone was inquiring. 

” I wanted to sec if you was good enough—for Wm,” 
said the gutter-candle, as if she were throwing a light 
into the secret places of Anne Champneys’s soul. ” You 
ain’t. But you could be.” 

Vandervelde had the horrid sensation as of walking 
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in a nightmare. He wished somehcxly in mercy would 
wake him up. 

Anne’s brows came together. She bent upon Grade 
one of her long, straight, searching looks. 

“ Thank you—for cornin’,” murmured Grade. ” You 
got a heart.” Her eyelids flickered. 

“I am glad I came, if it pleases you to see me,” said- 
Anne. ” Is that all you wished to say to me?” 

” I wanted to see—if you was good enough for Inin,” 
murmured Gracie again. ” You ain’t. But remember 
what I’m tellin’ you : you could be.” Her eyes closed. 
She fell into a light slumber, holding the blonde person’s 
hand. Vandervelde touched Anne on the arm, and they 
went out. 

As they drove home Vandervelde told her, as well as 
he could, all that the little vsTecked vessel which was 
now nearing its last harbotir had told him. He was 
deeply moved. He said, patting her hand. 

” It was decent of you to come. You’re a little sport, 
Anne.” 

For a while she was silent. Peter Champneys, then, 
was capable of kindness. He could do a gentlo and 
generous deed. And perhaps ho also was finding the 
heavy chain of his promise to his uncle, of his man-iage 
to herself, galling and wearisome. She reached a 
woman’s swift decision. 

” I’m going to be a better sport,” said she. ” I’m 
going to reward Peter Champneys by setting him free. 
I shall have our marriage annulled.” 
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CHAPTER XVm 

KISMBT ! 

Pbtrr Champneys was packing up for a summer’s work 
on tlie coast when he received Vandervelde’s letter, 
advising him that Mrs. Oliaiupneys had instituted pro¬ 
ceedings to have her marriage annulled. The attorney 
added that by tliis action on Anne’s part the entire 
Champneys estate reve>*ted to him, Peter Chainpneya, 
with the exception of fifty thousand dollars especially 
allotted to Anne by Chadwick Champneys’s w’ill. Van* 
don’elde took it for granted there would be no opposition 
from Peter. He hoped his client would find it possible 
to visit America shortly, there being certain details he 
should see to in person. 

Opposition? Peter's sen.sation was one of over¬ 
whelming relief. This was lifting from his spirit the 
weight of an intolerable burden : he felt profoundly 
grateful to that red-haired woman who had had the 
courage to take her fate in her own hands, forego great 
wealth, and sever a bond that threatened to become an 
iron yoke. He couldn’t but resj>ect her for that; he 
determined that slje shouldn’t be too great a loser. He 
thought she should have half the estate, at the very least. 

Ho had never liad the commercial mind. He had 
never asked that the allowance settled upon him by his 
nncle should be increased. As bis own earnings far out¬ 
stripped his modest needs, that allowance had been used 
to allay those desperate coses of want always confronting 
the kindly in a great city. The Champneys estate back 
there in America had bulked rather negligently in bis 
mind, obscured and darkened by the formidable figure of 
the wife who went with it. She had loomed so hugely 
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in the foreground that other considerations had been 
eclipsed. And now this ogress, moved thereto God 
knew why, had of a sudden opened her hand and set him 
free ! 

That strenuous and struggling childhood of his. whose 
inner life and aspirations had been so secret and so 
isolated, had taken the edge off his gregarionsness. He 
did not continuously feel the herd-neces-ity to rub 
shoulders with others. The creative mind is essentially 
isolated. Peter loved his fellows with a «juict, tolerant 
affection, but he remained as it were to liimself, standing 
a little apart. His heart was like a deep, still, hidden 
pool, in which a few stars only have room to shine. 

A successful man, he had been romantically adored by 
many idle women and angled for by many an interested 
one. At times he had lightly lent hiin.self to those 
amiable French arrangements of good eomiadeship 
which end naturally and without bitterness, leaving both 
parties with a satisfied sense of having received very good 
measure. He had never been able to deceive himself 
that he loved. He had loved Denise, but there had been 
in his affection for her more of eompassion than passion, 
as Denise herself had known. She remained in his 
memory like a perfume. That had been his one serious 
liaison. But the woman he could really love with his 
fullest lowers, and to whom he could give his best, had 
not yet appeared. ' • 

Mrs. ^Ienling^vay had been troubled by bis celibacy. 
She had persisted in her desire to have him marry young, 
his wife being some one of her girl friends. She wished 
to see Peter set up an establishment, which would pre¬ 
sently centre around a nursery full of adorable babies 
who would bring with them that tender and innocent 
happiness young children alone are able to confer. To 
dispel these pleasant day-dreams of hers, Peter had 
found it necessary to tell her of his American marriage. 

Mrs. Hemingway was astonished, a little chagrined, 
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but not hoj>olesR. He should bring liis young wife to 
Paris. To make her understand that marriage as it 
really was, to explain his own attitude toward it, Peter 
made a swift and frightfully accurate little sketch of 

Nancy Simms as she had appeared to him that memor¬ 
able morning. 

His friend was appalled. It took Peter some time to 
explain his uncle to ftfrs. Hemingway. At the best, she 
thought, he had been insane. Not even the fact that 
I eter was co-heir to the Champneys fortune consoled 
her for what she considered a block to his happiness, a 
nlijjht upon his life. The more she thought about that 
marriage, the more she disliked it; and as the time 
approached for Peter literally to sacrifice himself upon 
tho altar, Mrs. Hemingway grew more and more per¬ 
turbed, though she wasn't so troubled about it as Emma 
Campbell was. Emma's terror of “ dat gal had grown 
with the years. Neither of them ventured to question 
leter, but Emma Campbell began to have frequent 
spells of '■ wrastlin' wid de spent." and her long, 
lugubrious ' sporetuals" w'ere dismal enough to set 
one s teeth on edge. She W'ould how! piercingly : 

Befo' diA tiiuo anothuh yeah, 

I ina^ay bo gone, 

Lon some olo lone sotno grayoyahd, 

O Lawd, hO'OW long?*’ 

She liad left the high Montmartre cottage and had 
come down to keep house for Peter, his being a very 
simple menage. Oddly, the denizens of the Quartier 
didn't faze her in the least. She chuckled over them, 
an old negro woman’s sinful chuckle. She made no 
slightest attempt to conquer the French language, which 
she didn’t in tho least admire. She learned the equiva¬ 
lents for a few phrases of herown—" I hongry,” "How 
much?" " Gimme dat," and " Mistuh Peter gone out," 
and on this slight foundation she managed to keep a 
fairly firm footing. The frequenters of Peter's studio 



277 


KISMET ! 

were delighted with Emma Campbell; they recognized 
her artistic availability, and she and her black cat were 
borrowed liberally. 

As a rule, she was willing to lend herself to art, and 
was a patient model, until one rash young man took it 
into his head that he must have Emma Campbell as a 
favourite old attendant upon the “ Queen of Slieba" he 
proposed to paint. He was a very earnest young 
German, that painter, speaking fairly goo<l English. 
Emma had liked him more than most ; but her faith 
received a blow from which it never recovered. That 
young man wished to paint her (lu nature! —her, Emma 
Campbell, who had been a member in good standing of 
the Young Sons and Daughters of Zion, the Children of 
Mary Magdalen, and the Burying Society of the Sons 
and Daughters of the Rising Star in the Bonds of Love ! 
In the altogether! Emma Campbell gasped like a 
hooked fish. Sho made a nozzle of her mouth and j)ro- 
tmded her eyes. She said ominously : 

“ I bawn nekked, but I ain't had nuttin' to do wid 
dat. Dat de fust en de last time I show up wid muh 
rind out o’ doors. I been livin’ in clo’es evuh sence, en 
I ’speck to die in clo’cs.” 

The artist, who wanted Emma in his picture, tried 
to make her understand. He reasoned with her ir>an- 
fully : 

“ Ach, silly nigger-wornan ! Clothes, clothes ! What 
are clothes! See, now : you are the Queen of Sheba’s 
old slave. Your largo black feet and lege are bare, a 
glittering amulet swings between your withered breasts 
of an old African, you wear heavy bracelets and anklets, 
around your lean flanks is a little, thin striped apron, and 
you hold in your hand the great fan of peacock feathers 1 
Magnificent 1 You are the queen’s old slave, imbecile 1” 

“Is I? Boy, is you evuh hear tell o’ Mistuh A^ 
Linkum? Aftuh Gin’ral Sherman bun down de big 
house smack en smoove, en tote off all do cow en mule 
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eij Iiawj^f en t ing, on dcm Yankees tief all de fowl, eu 
we-ull run lak rabbit, Mistuh Ijinkuin done sen’ word 


we's free. En jus' lak Mistub Linkuni say, bit's so; 
altub ns git shot o’ (.iin'ral Sbemian, we’s free. All dat 
time I been a'woariji' clo’es, eu now you come en tarry- 
gate me, s;iyin’ I got to stan' up in de nekked rind en 
wave fodders 'cause I in slaveryment? You bes’ ain’t 
lot ^^istub Peter Cbampneys hear you talkin' lak dat!” 

The bewildered and batiled young man raved in three 
languages, but Emma Campbell flatly refused either to 
bo in ■' slaveryment ” or in the " nekked rind.” Visions 
of herself being cavjght and painted bare-legged, with a 
trilling little dab of an uf'ron tied around her waist even 
as one ties a bit of ribbon around the oafs neck, and of 
(hi.s scandal being ferreted out by the deacons, sisters, 
and brethren, of the Mount Zion Baptist Church in 
Uiverton, South Carolina, liautded hex and made her 


projeck darkly. When slie ventured to voice lieropinion 
to Mist' Peter, lie clapped !u*r on the hack and grinned. 
Emma Campbell began to look with a jaundiced eye 
upon art and the votaries of art. 

She was relieved when Peter decided to .spend the 
summer on the coast : she was a coast woman herself, 
and she longed for the smell of the sea. And tlien, to 
add to her joy, had come this last, astonishing news: 
"dat gal” was going to divorce Mist’ Peter I That 
incomprehensible marriage would be done away with, 
that grim, red-headed dragoness would go out of their 
lives! I'hnina’s speretuals took a more hojieful trend; 
and Peter wliistled while he worked. 


He had written Vandervclde that lie couldn’t forego 
his summer’s work, but would probably be in New York 
that autumn. In the meantime, let Vandervclde look 
after his interests us usual and see to it that Mrs. Champ* 
neys was more adequately and liberally provided for. 
He forgot to intpiire as to the real value of his posses¬ 
sions. He did soy to himself soberly: 
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“ Jingo ! This thing sonnds like money—as if I were 
a mighty rich man ! I’ll have to do something about 
thisl” 

But he wasn’t overly upset, or even ver}’ greatly in¬ 
terested. His real concern had never been money; it 
had been, like Rousseau’s and Millet’s, to make the 
manifestation of life his first thought, to make a man 
really breathe, a tree really vegetate. 

And so he went to the coast, as happy as a schoolboy 
on a holiday. The sea fascinated him, and the faces of 
the men. who go down to the .«e4 in slhps. It was going 
to be the happiest and most fruitful summer he had 
known for years. He bade the Herningwaye a gay fare¬ 
well. Mrs. Hemingway, he noted, looked at him specu¬ 
latively. Her matrimonial plans for him had revived. 

He worked gloriously. Ho ate like a schoolboy, and 
slept like one, dreamlessly. What was happening in 
the outside world didn’t interest him ; what he had to do 
was to catch a little of the immortal and yet shifting 
loveliness of the world and imprison it on a piece of can¬ 
vas. He didn’t get any of the newspapers. When he 
smoked at night with his friend the cure, a gentle, philo¬ 
sophic old priest who had known a generation of painter- 
folk and loved this painter with a fatherly affection, he 
heard passing bits of world gossip. The priest took 
several papers, and liked to talk over with his artist 
friend what he ha<l read. It w’as the priest, pale and 
perturbed, who told him that war was upon the world. 
Peter didn't believe it. In his heart he thought that 
the fear of war with her great neighbour had become a 
monomania with the French. 

" It will be a bad war, the worst war the world has 
ever known. We shall suffer frightfully : but in the 
end we shall win,” said the cure, walking up and down 
before bis cottage. He fingered bis beads as he spoke. 

France began to mobilize. And then Peter Champ- 
neys realized that the French fear hadn't been so much 
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a monomania as a foreknowledge.' The thing stunned 
him. He wished to protest, to cry out against the 
inonstrousness of what was happening. But bis voice 
was a reed in a hurricane : he was a straw in a gigantic 
whirlpool. He felt his helplessness acutely. 

He couldn’t work any more; he couldn't sleep; he 
couldn't eat. There is a France that artists love more 
than they may ever love any woman. Peter Champneys 
knew that France. Nobody hated and loathed war 
more than he, horn and raised in a land, and among a 
|K.'oplo, stripped and darkened by it. And that had 
been !)iit a drop in the bucket, compared with what 
was now threatening I'rance. He couldn't idly stand 
by and seo that lia|)pen! He thought of all that 
I''rance had given him, all that France meant to 
hitn. The faces of all those comrades of the Quartier 
rose before him ; and gently, wistfully appealing, the 
sweet face of little lost Denise. He packed liis paintings, 
finished and unfinished, and went to tell his friend the 
cure farewell, bending his pagan knees to receive the 
old man’s blessing. The curt^, too, was part of that 
which is the spirit of France. 

They were enlisting in the Quartier. Peter was one 
of very many. When the preliminaries were passed 
and he had put on the uniform of a private soldier of the 
republic, lie felt rather a fool. He wasn’t in the least 
entliusiastic. There was a thing to be done, and he 
meant to help in its accomplishment; but he wasn't 
going to shout over it or pretend that he liked doing it. 

When he went to tell Mrs. Hemingway good-bye, just 
before his regiment left, she put her arms around him 
and kissed him. She was going to stay in Paris, and 
Emma Campbell would stay in her house. Emma 
Campbell had l>eoQ very silent. She had acute and very 
unpleasant recollections of one war. She didn't under¬ 
stand what this one was about, but she didn’t like it. 
And when she saw Peter in uniform, saying good-bye* 
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going away to get himself killed, maybe, she broke into 
a whimper : 

“ Oh, Miss Maria! Oh, Miss Maria! Look at we- 
all chile! Oh, my Gawd, Miss Maria, we-all's chile’s 
gwine to de war !” 

Peter put his arm around her shoulder. His face 
twitched. Emma said in a low voice: "I hel[> Miss 
Maria wean ’im, cn he bit me on de knuckles wid ’is 
fust toofs. Kevuh had no trouble wid ’im, ’ce[)t to dust 
’is britches wunst in a w'ile. Ah, Lawd ! I sho did 
love dat chile ! Use to rake chips for de wash-pot fire, 
en sit roun’ en w'ait for ole Emma Campbell to fix ’is 
sweet 'taters for ’im. Me en Miss Maria’s chile. Eu 
now he soldier en gwine to de war ! Me en 'irn far fum 
liorne, en lie gw’ine to de war!” She threw her white 
apron over her head. Emma liatcd to have anyliody see 
her cry. 

So Peter Cliampneys went to the war, along witli the 
other artists of France, and was made use of in many 
curious ways. Presently he was taken out of his squad, 
and set at other work where Uie quick and sure eye, and 
deft, trained hand, of tho painter were needed. 

He saw unbelievable, unimaginable things, things so 
unspeakable that his soul seemed to die within him. 
The word glory made him shudder. There was a duty 
to do, and he did it to the best of his ability, without 
noise, without fear. Wherever he looked around him, 
other men were doing the same thing. Every now and 
then, after some particularly nightmarish exjieriences, 
he would be called out—he himself questioned why— 
and kissed on both cheeks, and a medal or so would 
be pinned upon him. He accepted it all politely, 
apathetically; it was all a part of the game. And tho 
game itself seemed never-ending. It w'ent on and on 
and on. 

It seemed to him that he wasn’t Peter Champneys 
the artist any more, the lover of beauty, the man who 
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was to rebuild the house of his forebears, and for whom 
a great fortime was waiting over there in America-. He 
was just a soul in torment, living his bit of hell, hating 
it with a cold impatience, an incurable anger. One 
thing only kept liim from losing all hope for mankind : 
at times he had piercing, blinding glimpses of the soul 
of plain men laid hare. With torment, a humanity 
larger even than his art was born in him. 

At tho end of the third year a sniper got him. He 
was wounded so badly that at first it was thought a leg 
would have to be amputated. But even in that hideous 
welter of the nations Peter Chaiupneys wasn’t un¬ 
known. Oveiburilened and busy as they were, doctors 
and nurses fought for the life of the American artist. 
He came to to hear a i>oilu in his ward praising the saints 
that it was his liand and not the painter’s that had gone, 
and another say philosophically that if one of two had 
to be blinded, he was glad M. Chainpneys’s eyes had 
been saved. 

“ You will see for us, Monsieur,” said he cheerfully. 
And in his heart Peter swore to himself that ho would. 
Ho would see for the plain people, the common people 
of God. 

As soon as he was able to he moved, the Hemingways 
and Emma Campbell came and took him home. Now, 
a spirit like his cannot see and hear and know such things 
as Peter had been experiencing for three years, without 
showing signs of the conflict. Peter had changed 
physically as well as spiritually. His face had paled to 
an ivory tone, the features had a cameo sharpness and 
purity of outline; cheeks and chin were covered with a 
heavy, jet-black beard—as if his countenance were in 
mourning for its lost boyishness. And out of this thin, 
quiet, black-hailed, black-bearded face looked a pair of 
golden eyes of an almost intolerable clarity. Don Pedro 
Mrs. Hemingway called him laughingly, and El Con¬ 
quistador. Secretly, she was immensely proud of him. 
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Pet^r didn’t recuperat-e as quickly and completely as 
had been hoped. He was wear>- with an almost hope¬ 
less weariness, and Mrs. Hemingway, who watched him 
with the affection of an older sister, was worried about 
his condition. She didn't like hi.s apath}'. He was as 
gentle, as considerate, and even more exquisitely sym¬ 
pathetic than of old. But in all things that concerned 
himself, ho w’as quietly disinterested. She and Heming¬ 
way hjul several long talks. Then Hemingway began 
to get busy. Presently he suggested that it might be a 
very good idea if Peter should go over to America for a 
while, and look after those interests to which he hadn’t 
given a thought since he had put on a uniform. After 
all, Hemingway reminded him, his uncle bad placed 
considerable trust in him. It was only fair now that 
Chadwick Champneys’s wishes should come in for at 
least a little attention, wasn’t it? 

Peter pondered this idea, and found it just. Besides, 
he wasn’t unwilling to go back to America now that he 
didn’t have to face that girl. He w’ondered, vaguely, 
what had become of her. Had she found happiness for 
herself? He hoped so. Yes, he’d rather like to see 
New York again. He couldn’t he of any further use 
here now, and he couldn’t do his own work, for all in¬ 
spiration seemed to have left him. lie felt empty, arid, 
useless. 

He might just as well act upon Hemingway s sug¬ 
gestion, and 6nd out how things were over there. And 
after he'd seen Vandervelde, he’d go down south and 
visit that tiny brown house on the cove, and the River 
Swamp, and Neptune’s old cabin, and the cemetery 
alongside the Riverton Road. It seemed to him that 
he smelled the warm, salt-water odours of the coast 
country again, saw the gray moss swaying in the river 
breeze, heard a mocking-bird break into sudden song. 
A homesick longing for Carolina came upon him. Oh, 
for the flat coast country, the marsh between blue water 
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and blue sky, the swamp hays in flower, a Red Admiral 
fluttering above a thistle in a corner of an old worm- 
fence ! 

Emma Campbell discovered this homesick longing in 
herself, too. Emma was hideously afraid of the passage 
across, but she was willing to risk it, just to get “over 
home “ once more. She thought of herself sitting in 
her place in Mount Zion Church, with old Br’er 
Shadrach Timmons liftin' up de tune, fat Sist’ Mindy 
Sawyer fanning herself with a palm-leaf fan and sway¬ 
ing back and forth in time to the speretual. and busybody 
Deacon Williams rolling his eye to see that nobody took 
too long a .swallow out of the communion cup ho passed 
around. She thought of possum parties, with accom¬ 
paniments of sweet 'taters and possum gravy. Her lip 
trembled, tears rolled down her black checks. She had 
been living in the midst of air raids, her ears had been 
stunned with tho roar of Dig Bertlin. Now she nevuh 
wanted to hoar nuttin* louder dan bull-frawg in do river 
so long as she lived. She was sorry to leave Mrs. 
Hemingway, for whom she had acquired a great affec¬ 
tion. And she had one real grief: Satan had gone to 
tho heaven of black cats, .so she couldn’t take him back 
to Carolina, plie wouldn’t replace tho dear, funny, 
cuddly beastie with a French cat. French cats were 
amiable animals, very nice in their way, but they 
weren’t, they couldn’t be. “we-nll’s folks” as tho 
Carolina cat had been. 

Hemingway arranged everything. And so one morn- 
ing, Peter Champnoys walking with a stick, and old 
Emma Campbell, stiffly erect and rustling in a black silk 
frock that Hemingway had bought for her, turned 
their faces to .America once moro. 

Vandervelde, W’ho met tliem in response to Heming¬ 
way’s cable, knew Emma Campbell at sight, but failed 
to recognize in the tall, distinguished, very foreign- 
looking gentleman, the gangling Peter Champneys he 
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had seen married to Nancy Simms. He kept v«;taiinfT at 
Peter, and the corners of bis mouth curled more than 
usual. And be liked him, with the instantaneous liking 
of one large-natured man for another. Vander\'elde 
bad never appioved of the annulment of the Champneys 
marriage, although Marcia did. Not even the fact that 
Anne was going to marry Berkeley Hayden had been 
able to convince Vandcrvelde that the bringing to naught 
of Chadwick Champneys’s plans could be right. And 
looking at Peter Champneys now, lie was more than 
ever convinced that a mistake had been made. That 
little gutter-girl, Gracie, had been right about Peter 
Champneys ; and Anne had been wrong. 

Vandcrvelde asked, presently, if Peter wished to see 
the reporters. Once they scented him, they w'ould be 
clamouring at his heels. And then Peter learned to his 
surprise and annoyance that he was something of a hero 
and very much of a celebrity. His expression made 
Vandcrvelde chuckle. But, the attorney demanded, 
could a famous artist, a man who for distinguished and 
unusual service had been decorated by two governments, 
the heir to the Champneys millions, and one of the 
figures of a social romance, hope to hide hi.s light under 
a bushel basket? Nothing doing ! He was a figure of 
international importance, a lion whom the public 
wanted to hear roar. 

Peter shuddered. The thought of being interviewed 
by one of those New York super-reporters made him 
feel limp. Couldn’t they understand he didn't want to 
talk? Didn’t they understand that those w'ho had really 
seen, those who knew, weren’t doing any talking? Why 
—they couldn’t! As for himself, his nerves were rasped 
raw. Luckily, Vandcrvelde understood. 

He asked Vandervelde a few perfunctory questions, 
and learned that things were very much all right. He 
signed certain papers presented to him. Then be asked 
abruptly if Mrs. Champneys had been as liberally pro- 
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vicled for as she should have been, and learned that Mrs. 
Chauipneys had flatly refused to accept a penny more 
tlian the actual amount ‘jiven her by Chadwick Cliarap- 
tieys’s will. VandcrveUle added, after a moment, that 
ho thoui^ht Mrs. Chaiupneys intended to remarry. At 
that Peter looked somewhat surprised. He thought 
him a bold man who of his owm free will ordained to 
marry Nancy Siinins Champneys! He murmured, 
politely, that he hoped she. would be happy, but failed 
to ask the name of his successor. What was Hecuba 
to him or ho to Hecuba? 

Ho was in Vamlcrvelde’s office, then, and the tele¬ 
phone began to ring. Three several times Vandervelde 
answered the questions where, when, how might the 
reporter at the other end of the wire get in touch with 
Mr. Peter Champneys. Had he really returned to 
New York? Been decorated several times, hadn’t he? 
What was his latest picture? Wluit were his present 
and futiue plans? Could Mr. Vanden-elde give any 
information? In each case Mr. Vandervelde said he 
couldn’t. Ho hung up the receiver and looked at the 
celebrity, who seemed gloomy. 

The lawyer was a tower of strength. He started 
Phnma Campbell, who didn’t want to linger in New 
York, on her way to Riverton. Emma wanted to get 
home ns fast as the fastest train could carry her. But 
Peter didn’t want to go back to Riverton—yet. And 
then Vander\'elde mado a suggestion which rather 
pleased Peter. Why not go to a little place.he knew, a 
quiet and very beautiful place on tho Maine coast? Very 
few people knew of its existence. Vandervelde had 
stumbled uiwn it on a motor trip a few years before, and 
he was rather jealous of his discovery. The people w'ere 
sturdy, independent Maine folk, the climate and scenery 
unsurpassed ; Peter would bo well looked after by the 
old lady to w’hom Vandervelde would recommend him. 
And to moke perfectly sure that he’d be undisturbed, to 
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drop more completely out of the world and find the lest 
he needed, why not call himself, say, Mr. .Tones, or Mr. 
Smith, letting Peter Champneys the artist hide for a 
while behind that homely disguise? Vandervelde almost 
stammered in his eagerness. His eyes shone, his face 
flushed. He leaned across bis desk, watching Peter 
with a curiovis intensity. 

Peter liked the idea of the Maine coast. Sea and 
forest, open, spaces, quietude ; plain folk going al>ovit 
their own business, letting him go about his. Long days 
to loaf through, in which to reorganize his existence in 
accordauco with his newer values. Isolation was the 
balm his spirit craved. Let him have that, let it help 
him to become his own man again, and he’d be ready to 
face life and work like a giant refreshed. 

You’ll go?” Vandervelde’s voice was studiously 
restrained ; he had lowered bis lids to hide the Oiigerness 
of his eyes. 

■■ I think such a place as you describe is exactly what 
I need,” said Peter. 

“ I’m quite sure it is. And the sooner you go, the 
better.” 

Peter got up and walked around the office. A type¬ 
writer was clacking monotonously, the telephone bell 
was constantly ringing. Peter turned his head rest¬ 
lessly. 

Vandervelde bad made his suggestion at precisely the 
right moment. Peter felt grateful to liim. Very nice 
man, Vandervelde. Kind as be could bo, too! One 
liked and trusted him. Clever of him to have so in¬ 
stantly understood just what Peter most craved 1 

"I quite agree with you,” said Peter. "I'll start 

to-night.” 

Vandervelde leaned- back in his chair. His lieart 
thumped. He drew a deep breath, the corners of his 
mouth curling noticeably, and beamed at Peter Champ- 
neys through his glasses. He said aloud, cheerfully, 
” Well, why not?” 



CHAPTER XIX 

THE POWER 

Grandma Baker’s cottage formed tbo extreme right 
horn of tho crescent that was the village. The middle 
of the crescent backed up against a hill, the horns dipped 
toward tho shore-line and the water. Near Grandma 
Baker’s front gate were currant bushes, and a path 
bordered with dahlias and gillyflowers led to the door, 
which had two stone slabs for steps, and on both sides 
of which were large lilac bushes—she called them " lay- 
locks.” Behind the house were apple trees, and more 
cuiTant bushes, as well as gooseberries and raspberries. 
A herb garden grew under her kitchen wundows, so that 
her kitchen and j)antry always smelled of thyme and 
wintergreon, and her bedrooms were fragrant with 
lavender. 

Tho quiet gentleman to whom she had given an upper 
room that looked out upon woods and waters, a bit of 
pasture, a stretch of coast, and a pale blue sky full of 
sudsy clouds, thought that Mr. Jason Vandervelde’s 
fervent praises hadn’t done justice to this bit of un¬ 
touched Eden tucked away in a bend of the Maine 
coast. It gave him what his heart craved—beauty, 
fragrance, stillness. A few weather-beaten old men, 
digging clams, dragging lobster-pots, or handling a boat. 
A few quiet women, busy with household affairs. No 
one to have to talk to. No one to ask him questions. 
There was but one other visitor in the village, Grandma 
Baker told him, a young widow—” a nice common sort 
of a woman,” who was staying up the street with Mis’ 
Thatcher. 

Mr. Johnston, as tho gentleman called himself, hadn’t 
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seen the " nice common sort of a woman yet , though 
he had been here a whole week, and he wasn’t in the 
least curious about her. He didn't know that when 
you’re a “nice common sort of a woman to these 
Maine folk, you’re receiving high praise from sturdy 
democrats. The phrase, to him, called up a good, 
homely creature, amiably innocuous, placidly cow-like. 

Mr. Johnston slept in a four-poster, under a patch- 
work quilt that aroused poignant memories. At his own 
request he ate in a corner of the big kitchen, near the 
window opening upon the herb garden. A ready he had 
struck up a firm friendship with his brisk, strong old 

“'Fit in the war. didn't ye?” asked the old lady, 

Johnston’s face took on a look of weariness and 
obstinacy. Grandma Baker smiled cheerfully. 

“ Tell the truth and shame the devil, she chirped. 
“ You fit, but you needn’t be scared I’ll ask you any 
questions about it. -I mind Abner, my husband comm 
back from Virginia after he’d fit the hull dratted Cml 
War straight through and helped win it. ,A'id he 
wouldn’t open his trap. Couldn’t bear bavin to talk 
about it. Some men’s like that. Ornery, o ^ouise, 
but you got to humour ’em. You put me a hull lot n 
mind o’ my Abner.’’ And she looked with {p-cat 
ness upon the taciturn person known to her as Mr^ 
Johnston. True to her word, she asked him no ques- 

tions. She fed him, and let him alone. 

Ho was so weary, at first, that he didn t want to do 

anything but lie under a tree idly for long drowsy 

as ho had lain under the trees on the edge of the Bner 

Swamp years before. This Maine landscape, so rugged 

and yet so tender, had a brooding and introspective calm, 

as of a serene and strong old man who ® 

vigorous, simple, and pure life, and to the 

and tired mind of Peter Champneys it was like the touch 

19 
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of a healing hand. Witli every day he felt his strength 
of mind and body returning, and the restless perturbs^ 
tion that had tormented him receding, fading. These 
green and gracious trees, bathed in a lucent light, this 
sweet sea wind, and the voice of the waters, a voice 
monotonously soothing, helped him to find himself—and 
to find hiin.self newer, fresher, a more vital |>ersonality. 
This newer Peter Champneys was not going to be, per¬ 
haps, so easy-going a chap. He was more insistent, he 
w'as sterner: to the art-conscience, in itself a trouble¬ 
some possession, he was adding the race-conscience, 
which questions, demands, and will have nothing short 
of the truth. He had been forced to see things as they 
are, things stripped of pleasant trappings and made 
brutally bare ; and his conscience and his courage now 
arose to face facts. Any misery rather than be slave 
to shams 1 Any grief to bear, any price to pay, but let 
him possess his own soul, let him have the truth 1 

He could not sit in judgment upon himself as an artist 
only ; he had to take himself seriously as a very wealthy 
man in an hour when very wealthy men stood, so to 
sjKjak, before the tribunal of the conscience of mankind. 
Ho could not afford to bo crushed by the burden of much 
money. Neither could he ignore the stern question : 
what was ho going to do with the Champneys wealth? 
He wished that that red-headed woman had taken half 
of it off his hands ! 

The Champneys money made him very thoughtful 
this morning, walking with his hands behind his back, 
his head bare to the wind. The water rippled in the 
sunlight. Out on the horizon a solitary sail glimmered. 
The semicircle of village houses resembled the white 
beads of a broken necklace, lying exactly where they’d 
fallen. He turned a small headland, and the village 
vanished. 

He had a pleasant sense of being alone with this rocky 
coast, with its salty-sweet wind, its blue water, its limit- 
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less sky, from which poured a flood of clear, pale golden 
sunlight. And then, a-s if out of the lieart of them all. 
came*^a flgure immensely alive, the light focussing upon 
her as if she were the true meaning of the picture ni 
which she appeared ; as if this background were not acci¬ 
dental, but had been chosen and arranged for her with 

delicate and deliberate care. 

He thought he had never seen any woman's body so 
superbly free in its movement : she had the grace of .i 
birch stirred by a spring wind. The poise of her 
shoulders, the sweep of her garments blown by the sea- 
breeze, the joyous and vigorous grace of her whole alti¬ 
tude, reminded him of the winged A ictory. So inight 
that splendid vision have walked upon the {^lad Greek 

coast in the bright light of the world’s morning. 

The woman walked swiftly, lightly, lier head held 
high, her long loose hair blown about her like flame. 
Where the rough path narrowed between two largo 
' boulders, he bad paused to allow her to pass ; and so they 
camo face to face, he the taller by a head. She lifted 
her cool, gray-green eyes that had in them the silvery 
sparkle of the sea, and met his golden gaze. Her face 
framed in her flaming mane was warmly pale, the brow 
thoughtful, the mouth virginal. For a long inomont 
they regarded each other steadily, wonderingly ; and in 
that single moment the eternal miracle occurred by 
which life and the face of the world changed for them. 

That long, clear, grave gaze pierced her heart like a 
golden poniard. He was of a thin body and visage, but 
the^ffect was of virility, not weakness—as if the soul of 
him, like a blade in a scabbard, bad fretted the l>ody fine. 
There was a quiet stateliness in his bearing, a simple and 
unaffected dignity, to which the thick, blue-black Imir, 
the foreign beard, and the aquiline features lent an added 
touch of distinction. One was reminded of those dan¬ 
gerously mild and rather sad faces of Spanish solmers 
which look at one from Velazquez’s canvases, i bis 
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mao might wear a ruff and a velvet doublet, or, better 
Jet, a coat of mail, she reflected, instead of the well-cut 
but rather worn gray tweeds that clothed him. 

She was not conscious of her flying hair, or the wind¬ 
blown disorder of her skirts. She was conscious, rather, 
that for the first time a man was looking at her as from 
a height, and she was filled with a beautiful astonish¬ 
ment, a sort of divine amazement, as if it were toward 
this that always, inevitably, she had been moving—and 
now it was here ! Her blood leaped to it, and went 
racing fierily through her veins, as if there had been 
poured into it the elixir of life. She was gloriously 
con.scious of her youth and her womanhood. A quick 
and vivid rush of warm blood stained her, brow to bosom. 
Her every-day mind was saying, “It is the stranger 
who’s staying at Grandma Baker’s—the gentleman 
who’s been ill.’’ But beyond and behind her every-day 
mind, her heart was shouting, exultant, ecstatic, and 
very sure : ” It is You I It is You !’’ 

In quick sympathy with that bright flush of hers the 
blood showed for an instant in his pale face. He had 
been staring at lier I An agitation new to him, an 
eniotion to which all others lie had ever experienced were 
childishly mild, filled him as the resistless sweep of the 
sea at flood tide Alls the shallows of the shores. Love 
did not come to him gently and insidiously, but as with 
the overwhelming rush of great waters. This, then, 
must be that “ nice, common sort of a woman ’’ staying 
with the Widow Thatcher, at the other end of the village 
—this woman clothed with the sun of her red hair, and 
with the sea in her eyes I A smile curved his lips. His 
kindling glance played over her like lightning, and said 
to her : “ I know you. I have always know’n you. Do 
you not recognize mo? I am I—and you are You !” 

Had he obeyed his instincts, he would have flung him¬ 
self before her and clasped her around the knees. Being 
a modern gentleman, he had to stand a«ido, bowing, and 
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let her pass. She, too, bowed slightly. She went by 
with her quick and resilient tread, her cheek royally red. 

A wind roared in her ears, her heart beat thickly. 

When she had turned the little headland she paused, 
and mechanically braided her hair. Her fingers shook, 
and she breathed as if she had been running. The in¬ 
credible, the unbelievable, had pounced upon her as 
from a clear sky, and the world was never again to be 
•the same. She had been so sure. safe, with her 
pleasant life all mapjied out before her, like the raked 
and swept paths of an ordered and formal garden ; a lue 
in which reason and convention and culture and wealth 
should rule, and from which tumultuous and tormenting 
passions and disorderly emotions should be rigidly 
excluded. In that ordered existence, she would be, if 

not happy, at least satisfied and proud. And now! A 

strange man in passing had looked into her eyes, love 
had come, and the gates of her formal garden had been 
pulled down, wdld nature threatened to invade and 
overrun her trimmed and clippeil borders and her smooth 
lawns. 

The Widow Thatcher commented approvingly upon 
her fine colour when she appeared at the house. 

“ You just stay here a leetle rnite longer, Mis’ Riley , 
and you’ll bo that changed you won’t know yourself, 
said the kindly woman, heartily. 

“ I’m sure of that!” murmured her guest. 

The ^^d-haired la<ly who called herself Mrs. Riley— 
Riley h^l been her mother’s name—liad been, up Uj this 
time, an altogether satisfying guest, simple, friendly, 
with a sound and healthy apiMjtite, and well deserving 
"that praiseful “nice, common sort of a woman’ 
bestowed upon her. Now, mysteriously, she changed. 
She wasn’t less friendly, but her appetite was capricious 
and she would fall into reveries, sudden fits of gravity, 
sitting beside the window, staring sombrely out at the 
waters. She would snatch up her hat and go out, get 
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as far as tlio gate, and I’oturn to (lie house. Mrs. 
Thatclier heard her pacing up and down her room, when 
slie .should have been sound asleep. She would laugh 
and then sigh u|>on the heels of it, break into fitful sing, 
ing. and fall into sudden silence in the midst of her song. 

She s gottin’ religion," the widow reflected. " The 


Spirit s workin’ on her. 'Tain’t notliiu' I can do except 
pray for her." And the simple soul got on her knees 
and he.sought Heaven that the stranger under her roor 
might "escarx' whatever trouble ’tis that’s threatenin’ 


her, O Lord, an’ save her soul alive]" 

Although the widow didn’t know it. her guest had 
come to the dividing of the ways. She had come to this 
(juiet place to find peace, to rest, to escape from the 
world for a breathing-space. And in this quiet place 
that which had missed her in the great outside w’orld had 
come to her, the most tremendous of all powers had 
seized upon her. Tlie situation was not without a sly 
and ironical humour. 


She wondered what Marcia would say if she should 
write to her : " I have fallen in love at sight, hopelessly, 
irremediably, head over oars, with a strange man who 
passed me on the shore. He wears gray tweeds. His 
name, I am told, is Johnston. That’s all I know about 
him, except that T seem to have known him since the 
loginning of all tilings. He is as familiar to my heart 
as iny blood is, and all he had to do to make tnc love 
iiim was to look at me. Yesl I love him as I could 
never love anybody hut him. He’s the one man." 

She could fancy Marcia’s astonishment, her shocked 
" (.)h, luit Anne, tliere’s Rorkeley Hayden 1" 

And indeed, there was Berkeley Hayden ! 

When Anne had determined to Imve her marriage to 
Peter Champneys annulled, Marcia had uphold her, 
tliough Jason liadn’t liked it at all. If he hadn’t exactly 
opposed her course, ho had tried to dissuade her from it. 
But she had persisted, and as the case was simple and 


■ 
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quite clear her freedom was a foregone conclusion, 
though there were, of course, the usual formalities, the 
usual wearisome delays. 

She had closed the Cham|jneys house, and gone to 
Marcia, who wanted her. Jason, too, had insisted that 
she should make her home with them for the time being^ 
And then had come the war, and she and Marcia found 
themselves swept into the whirljiool of work it mvo vod. 
But not even the tremendous news tliat filled all tlio 
newspapers had kept tlie Champneys romance trom 
being featured. Her case received very much more 
notice than pleased her. She w.aa weary of her own 
pbotogi'aphs, sick of the interest she aroused. 

Hayden kept discreetly in the background. He be¬ 
haved beautifullv. But he knew that Anne was gcung 
to marry him. Jason and Marcia knew it. Anne her¬ 
self knew it. Now that the war was on, a gcKid many ot 
his plans would have to he postinmod. but when Anne 
had secured her freedom, and things had righted them- 
selves, they two would take up life as ho wished to li%e 
it. All the women of bin family had occupied prominent 
social positions : his wife should surpass them all. She 
should be the acknowledged leader, the most brilliant 
figure of her day. Nothing less than this would satisfy 

him. , 

For all his aesthetic tastes, Hayden was an immensely 
able and capable man of business. He had not the 
w’armth of heart that at times obscured Jason Vancler- 
velde's judgment, nor the touch of unworldliness that 
marked the behaviour of the Champneys men. His 
intellect had a cold, clear brilliancy, diamond-bright, 
diamond-hard ; to this he added tact and the power of 
organizing and directing and of getting results. In 
certain crises such men are invaluable. 

Hayden hated war. It w^as, so to speak, an uncouth 
and barbarous gesture, a bestial and bellowing 
He felt constrained to offer his services, and even before 
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Aineric{\ bpcanie actually involved he was able to render 
valuable aid. There were delicate and dangerous mis¬ 
sions where his tact, his diplomacy, and his shrewd, cold, 
uniinpaspioned intelligence won the stakes for which he 
played. This in itself was good ; but for the time being 
it took him away from Anno. He saw her only occa¬ 
sionally. She, like him, was immersed in work. Once 
or twice ho was able to snatch her from the thick of 
things and carry her off with him to lunch or to dinner. 
She enjoyed these small oases in the desert of work. 
She liked to watch his clever, composed face, to listen 
to his modulated voice. The serene ease of his manner 
soothed her. She was tremendously proud of Hayden. 
She was glad he cared for her. This seemed to her an 
excellent foundation for their marriage. They would 
please and interest each otlier ; neither would be bored ! 
And W’hcn, leaning across the table one day at lunch, he 
looked at lier with unwonted fire in his quiet eyes, and 
said in a low voice : “ Just as soon as this business is 
finished, as soon as we've cleaned up the mess, I'm 
going to claim you, Anne. It’s all I can do to wait!” 
Anne met his eyes, smiled slightly, and notlded. A 
faint flush rose to her cheek, and a deeper one rose to 
hie. For a moment he touched her hand. 

You understand you are promised to me,” be said. 

” If I dared show you what I really feel, Anne-” 

and he glanced around the crowded dining-room, and 
smiled. 

She smiled in return, tranquilly. She was not stirred. 
His touch had no power to thrill lier. She was com¬ 
fortably content that things should be as they were, 
that w’as all. Yet her very lack of emotion added to 
her cliann for him. He disliked emotional women. 
Excess of affection would have bored him. It smacked 
of crudeness, and he had an epicvircan distaste for 
crudeness. 

Busy as he w'ss, he found time to select the ring he 
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wisheil her to wear. He was fastidious and hyper¬ 
critical to a de-ree, and he wished her 
to be flawless. It was really a work o art, ‘ ® 

Cbampneys wonflereil at ber own coolness " “" ' '® 
l;cetved tbe ex,,u.site jewel. She „nderstoo<l Ins fee - 
ing, she appreciated the beauty of the gem, yet it b 
her unmoved. It gratified her woman s vauity it » 
not stir her to one heart-throb. She accepted it. no 
indifferently, but placidly. After a while s ie won < 
accept a plain goid riiiR from him just as P acidlj^ 
was her fate. She did not quarrel with it. - 
Marcia watched her pleasedly. fel.e 
Cbampneys, she admired Hayden 

they should inarr)- each other seemed “"‘J 

evitable Hayden was just the man she would ha\e 

chosen for Anne. Even the fact that 
altogether happy about it couldn t dampen ^ 
delight in the affair. Jason would come around in lime. 

He was too fond of Anne not to. 

“Well, you’re free,” he had told Anne, he day that 

the Cbampneys marriage was declared null ’ 

and both parties had received the right to ’ „ 

a matter if course. You are free. I'm sure I hope 

you won’t regret itl” , 

^ “Why should I regret it?” wondered Anne, good- 

humouredly. But the big man shook bis head, remem- 

l>ering Chadwick Cbampneys. • , ,i Sn wnr 

Hayden had become more and more ”‘vohed ’l l wa 

work; be was in constant demand, he was sent hithc 

and thither to attend to this and that troublesome affan. 

Twice be bad to go abroad. At home, Anne s 

called her into the homes of soldiers; she 

contact with the families of the men who 

and what she saw she was never able 

got down to bed-rock. Her own early 

feutely understanding. Where Marcia would have 

been blind, Anne saw ; where the woman who ha 
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known poverly and hardsliip would have remained deaf 
the woman who ha<l slaved in the Baxters’ kitchen, who 
had been an ovenvorked. unloved child in bondage, 
heard and understood to the core of her soul what she 

was hearing. These voices from the depths were not 
inarticulate to Anno ! 

Bei Ueley came back from' his second voyage 
abroad, he was more impatient than she liad ever seen 
lum. The end was in sight then, as he knew, and he 
saw no reason for furtlier delay. He urged Anne to 
marry him. Why should they waste time? When he 
consulted Marcia she agweed with him. Eveiwhodv 
she said, was getting married. Why shouldn't he and 
Anne? Already the rumour of their engagement had 
crept out. There were hints of it in the social cliatter of 
the papers. Why not announce it formally, and have the 
marriage follow immediately? 

But Anne Champneys found herself in a curious mood 
1 he nen'ous strain of war work, in^rhaps. was account, 
able. She meant to marry Berkeley ; but she didn’t 
want to marry him at once. She did not object to hav¬ 
ing their engagement announced. He could shout it 
from the housetops if that pleased him. But in the 
meanwhile she wanted a little rest, a little freedom. 
She wished to be fetterless, free to come and go as she 
pleased. No works, no inteiwiews, no photographers, 
no weary hours with dressmakers and tailors. No envy 
because Berkeley Hayden was going to marry her. no 
wearrsorae comments, idle flattery hiding spite, no gossip 
violating all privacies. A raging impatience against it 
all assailed her. It seemed to her that she had never 
been aUowod really to think or to act for herself disin¬ 
terestedly. that she had never been free. Always she 
had been m bondage ! Oh. for just a little hour of free- 
dom, in the open, to be just as oi'dinaiy and incon¬ 
spicuous as in her heart of hearts she would have pre- 
ferrod to be, left to herself I ^ 
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Marcia Raid her nerves were unstrung, and no wonder, ^ 
considering how she’d worked, and what she d seen. 
Jason came vigorously to her rescue. He advised lier 
to go off somewhere and get acquainted with herself. 
To drop out of things for a while, and treat herself to 
the rest she needed. Cut and run ! Scuttle for cover . 

“You’ve been overdoing things, of course, iou ve 
been Lady Bountiful, and first-aider, and last-leaver. 
Like the Lord and a thumping good he. you ve been a 
very present help in time of trouble. But there s such 
a thing as being too steady on the job. \ou need a 

change of people, scene, and mind. Take it. 

This conversation occurred on a morning in bis olfice, 
where she had gone on some slight business, and with 
concern he had noticed her tired eyes, his advice 


she brightened. ^ 

“Marcia thinks I should marry Berkeley imme¬ 
diately and let him take me away, but-” . 

“But YOU aren’t ready to rush into matriniony just 
yet?” Vandervelde growled. “I should think you 
wouldn’t be! If Hayden's managed to exist this lon^ 
without a wife, I take it for granted he can exist unwed 
a little longer. You are certain you mean to mairy 


him?” 

“Oh, yes, I am certain I mean to marry him, saui 
Anne, flatly. “ But I—that is. not so soon.” 

“I think I understand, Anne,” said the big man. 
kindly. “Look here, you just tell ’em all to wait. 
Tell 'em you’re tired. Then you pick yourself «P 
light out for a while by yourself. Chuck the inaddio„ 
throng and all that, Anne, and beat it for the open I 

“ Ob, how I wish I could !” she sighed. You don t 
know how I long for a chance to be just me by ' 

I want to stay with people who have never heard tn 
name of Cbampneys or Hayden and who wou^^ { ® 

if ray name happened to be Mudd I I want plam g 
and plain thinking and plain people. I-I'H come back 
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^ to—everything I slionld come back to. afterward. But 
first I want to be free ! Just for a little w’hile I want to 
be free !” 

“But how could you manage it?” mused Vander- 
velde. “ The lady who divorced Peter Champneys and 
is going to marry Berkeley Hayden can’t pick herself 
up ‘unbeknownst’ and hope to get away with it 
Not in these days of good reporting ! You’re copy, you 
understand.” 

“But I don't want to be >rrs. Peter Champneys 1 
I don't want to be the woman Berkeley Hayden’s going 
to marry ! I want to be just me !’’ she cried. “ I want 
to go to some place where nobody’s ever heard either of 
those names ! Some little place where there are water and 
trees—and not much else. Like, say—Jason! Do you 
remember that place you found, in Maine, I think? 
\ou babbled about it. Said you were going to go there 
if ever you w'anted to get out'of the world. Said it was 
Eden before the serpent entered. Where’s thafiiiplace, 

Jason? Why can’t I go there, just as myself-” she 

paused, and looked at him hopefully. 

“ I don’t see why you can’t,” said ho, cheerfully. 

.\nd so Anne, who didn’t wish to be Mrs. Peter 
Champneys, or tlie woman whom Berkeley Hayden was 
to marry, or anybody but herself, came to the out-of-tbe- 
w’ay nook on tlie Maine shore, and was welcomed bv the 
Widow Thatcher. 

She found the place idyllic. She liked its skies un¬ 
clouded by smoke, translucent skies in which silver 
mountains of clouds reared themselves out of airy con¬ 
tinents that shifted and drifted before the wind. She 
liked its clean, pure, untainted air. And she liked con¬ 
tact with these simple souls, men who laboimed, women 
who knew birth and death and were not afraid of either. 
It came to her that her own contacts with and concepts 
of life—and death—had alw’ays been more or less arti¬ 
ficial. Perhaps these simple and laborious folk had the 
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substance of things of which she and her sort had but 
the shadow. And then she asked herself : “ Well, but 
couldn't one, any\vhere, in any circ\xmstances, make hie 
real for oneself, meet facts unafraid? Get at the truths, 

somehow?” That’s what she had to find out ! 

And of a sudden she had been answered. The reality. 
the truth, the real meaniug of life was made plain to 
her when a man she didn't know, and yet knew to the 
last fibre of her soul, had paused to look into her 


eyes. . 

For two or three days she went no further than lue 

rambling garden at the back of the house. She tried 

to read and couldn’t. From every page those eyes 

looked at her. There was more in that remembered 

glance than in any book ever written, and she was torn 

between the desire to meet it again and the fear of 

meeting it , , , ,, 

On the night of the third day she sat with her elbows 

on her window, looking out at the moonUght mght. A 
sweet wind touched her face, like the breath of love. 
There arose the scent of quiet places, of trees and flowers 
and herbs, mingled with the vast breathing of the sea. 
And she thought the sea called to her, an imperious and 
yet caressing voice in the night. She stirred restlessly. 
Down there on the shore-line, where she had met him, 
the rocks would glint with silvery reflections, the water 
would come fawning to one’s feet, the wind would 
pounce upon one like a rough lover. She stirred rest¬ 
lessly. The small bedroom seemed to hold her like a 
cage. And again the sea called, a wild and compelling 

voice. . „ 

Her blood stirred to the magic of the night. Her eyes 

gleamed, her cheek reddened. She listened for a • 

moment, intently. The Widow Thatcher slept the 

sleep of the good housekeeper. No one was stirring. 

She could have the night, the wind, the sea. to herselt. 

Noiselessly she stole downstairs and let herself out. 
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Out there, witli tlie scent of the summer night greet¬ 
ing her, with hnishes brusliing her lightly with theirgreen 
fingers, her heart leaped jo\’ously. She flung her arms 
over her head and went running down the patli to the 
water, a tall white figure witli flying hair. Then she 
turned the small headland, and the village dropped 
behind her. Overhead the big gold lamp of the moon 
liglitcd shore and sea. And liere came the sea-wind, 
lirucing, strong, and sweet. At the rush of it she 
laughed aloud, and the wind seized upon her laughter 
and tossed it into the night like airy bells. 

She slackened her wild race when sbe'neared the great 
boulders shutting in the little narrow path where she 
hud met him, and stood flu.shed, panting, her shining 
glance uplift-ed, her bright hair framing the sweetness 
of her face. And even as she pause<1 he stepped out of 
the shadow and confronted her. As if be had been 
awaiting her. As if he had known she must come. He 
said, in a voice vibrant with fierce joy : 

■•It is You!” 

She answered, in a shaking tone, like a child : ” Yes, 
I had to come,” and stood there looking at him, face 
uplifted, lips apart. 

Ho drew nearer. “Why?” said he, in a whisper. 
“Why?” ^ 

She did not reply. For a long moment they regarded 
each other, passion pale in the moonlight. 

“Was it because—you knew I must be here I” he 
asked. 

Her hands went to her leaping heart. She had no 
faintest notion of concealing the truth, for there was no 
coquetry in her. These two facing each other were as 
honest as the rocky coast, as unabashed as the wind. 
They had no more thought of subterfuges and conven¬ 
tions than tho sea had. They were as real as nature 
itself. 

He bent upon her his compelling glance, which 
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seemed to lift her as upon golden pinions. She was 
tbrillingly conscious of his nearness. 

*' You knew I would be here?” he repeated. 

She drew a deep breath. “ Yes !” slie sighed. 

And at that, inevitably, irresistibly, they rushed to¬ 
gether. He caught her in a mighty embrace and she 
gave him back his kiss with a heavenly shamelessness, a 
glorious passion, naive and pure. It was as if she were 
born anew in the fire of his lips. For she was siure, with 
a crystal clarity. This man whose heart beat against 
hers w’as her high destiny. Body and soul, she was his. 
His kiss was the chrism of life. And he, fallen into the 
same divine lunacy, w'as equally stire. He had been 
born a man to hold this strong sweet body in his arms, to 
meet this spirit that coiuplemente<l his own. Not in 
high and lonely altitudes whose cold stillness chilled the 
heart, but by simple paths to |>eace, in a simple and 
passionate woman’s love, could he gain the purple 
heights! 


CHAPTER XX 

AND THE CLORV 

He had Raid quietly : “ You are going to marry mo 1” 

And she had replied, as if there could be no possible 
doubt about it; 

" Yes, I am going to marry you.” 

” Because you love me better than anything or any¬ 
body else in all the world, even as I love you.” 

*' Because I love you better than anything or anybody 
else in all the world,” she repeated. 

■■ So far, 60 good. When, Beloved Lady?” 

At that she hesitated for a space and fell silent. He 
pres.'scd her head closer, and bending his tall head laid 
ills cheek to hers. 

” When?”. 

■‘Presently. But before that, dearest and best of 
men, there are so niany, many things I wish to tell yo\i, 
so many things I wisli you to know ! I wish you to 
know me. Everything about me 1 For once upon a 
time there was a sad, neglected child, a piteous child 
I must make you accjuainled with. There was an 
ignorant and undisciplined young girl-” 

“You?” 

Sho nodded sorrowfully. His clasp tightened. He 
slipped a hand beneath her chin, tilted her face upward, 
and kissed her eyes that had suddenly filled with tears, 
her lips that quivered. 

” Beloved Lady, I understand: for there was once 
upon a time a sad, neglected child, an ugly little lad^ 
barefooted and poverty-stricken after his mother’s death. 

There was an ignorant and undisciplined boy-” 

304 



AND THE GLORY 305 

“You?” Her arms went around him protectingly, 
in a mothering and tender clasp. 

“Who else? And being very ignorant indeed, he 
sold himself into bondage for a mess of pottage, and was 
thrall for weary years. He got exactly what he paid 
for. And hfe was ashes upon his head and wormwood 
in his mouth, and his heart was empty in his brea.st, 
because he snatched at shadows. And then one day the 
door of his prison was opened by the keeper, aiid he said, 
‘ Now I am free !’ But it was his fate to go down into 
hell for a season. There were times when he asked 
himself, ' Why don’t t blow out my brains and escai>e?’ 
Nothing but the simple faith and heroism of common 
men about him saved him from despair. One day a 
blinded soldier said, ‘ See for us!’ So he began to see 
—but still without hope, still without happiness, \intil 
he came here and found— you.." His voice was melted 
gold. 

She had listened breathlessly. And after a paiise .she 
asked : 

‘ ’ Wlio was—the keeper of his prison ?' ’ 

“ The woman to whom he had been married. ” 

Her arms fell from him. She tried to draw herself 
away, but he held her all the closer. 

“ Do not think unkindly of her. I don't think she 
really knew she was an ogress! After all, she did un¬ 
lock the door and say, ‘Go!’ And—well, here I arn, 
darling woman. And I’m going to marry you !" 

“ Did you ncocr love her?" 

“ Never. I was so frightfully unhappy that the best 
I could do was not to hate her. I’m afraid she hated me 
—poor ogress! Well I That’s all over and done with. 
Like an evil dream. I’m here, and you’re going to 
marry me.’’ “Very gently he drew her anus around him 
again. “Ah, hold fast to me! Hold fast! I have 
w’aited for you so long, I need you so much 1 he 

breathed. 

20 
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“I don’t seem able to help myself!” she sighed 
And she asked seriously : ” What do the people who love 
you most call you when they speak to you?” 

The brown and bearded faces of comrades rose before 
fiim. their voices sounded in his ears. 

” Pierre.’’ 

■■ Pierre.” said she, bravely, as if to call him by his 
name emboldened her, ” I too have been freed from a 
hateful marriage. Sometime I will tell you all about it. 
Hut—oh, do not let us talk about it now ! I cannot bear 
to think of him ! I cannot bear to have his shadow, 
even, fall upon me now. or come near you!" That 
gangling bridegroom in his ill-fitting suit, with his winc¬ 
ing mouth, his eyes full of disgust and aversion, his air 
of a man sentenced to death—or marriage with herself— 
came before her, and she shivered. 

Despite her words a horrible jealousy of that unknown 
man assailed him. He asked fiercely : 

” Yoti loved him, once?” 

"Oh, no! Oh, no! Never! I—why, Pierre, until 
you came I didn’t even know what love meant! Once 
that ignorant, undi.sciplined girl I spoke of thought she 
loved a boy. She didn’t. She loved the idea of love. 
And once again, Pierre, because my life was so empty, 
and because I didn’t know any better, I thought I should 
be willing to marry somebody else. I thought that 
somebody else could fill iny life. But now I kjiow that 
could never be. You are here.” 

He looked at her with infinite tenderness. There 
were things he, too, would have to tell her, by and by. 
And he was sure that the woman whose coining little 
Denise had seemed to foreknow, would understand. 
He said gravely : 

“Yes, we have found each other. That is all that 
really matters. Nothing, nobody else, counts with you 
and me. And then, of a sudden, he laughed happily : 
“ And, Beloved Lady, I do not know your name I I 
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can’t call you ‘Mrs. Riley,’ can I? By wl,at name, 
then, shall the one who loves you most call you? 

“ Anne.” And she asked eagerly : ” Do you like it { 
He started. Anne ! Strange that the name that liad 
been his chiefest unhappiness should now become Ins 
chiefest joy I Strange that he hadn’t guessed Anno 
could be the most beautiful of all names for a woman . 
Like it? Of course he liked it! Wasn’t it hers? 

Anne, you haven’t yet said when you will marry 

me.” . - 

” Oh, but you are sure of Uiot!” she parried. 

“ I am so sure of it that 1 am quite capable of taking 

you by the hair and dragging you off to the [’arson s, if 

you try to make me wait. Anne ! Uerneinhcr that 

ever since I was that barefooted, lonely child I have been 

waiting for you. My dear. I need you so greatly ! 

She said passionately: “You cannot need me as 1 
ncod you. You are yourself. You couUlu t l>c anytiung 
el.se. You were you before you ever saw me. B.ut I— 
I couldn’t be my real self until you came and looked at 

me and kissed me.” 

Ho felt humble, and reverent, and at the same time 
exultant. ’When she said presently, ” I must go now, 
be released her reluctantly. They walked hand in 
hand, pausing at the small headland beyond which the 
village came in sight. She took both his hands and lie ( 

them against her breast. u * i 

” You are my one man. I love you so much i 
am going to give my whole life into your barids, as fulh 
and as freely as I shall some day give my spirit into the 
hands of God. But, Pierre, there arc those who have 
been very, very kind to me, those to whom I ow’e well, 
explanations. When I have made those explanations 
and—and settled my accounts—then all the rest of my 

life is yours.” 

” You are very, very sure, Anne?” His voice was 
wistful. 
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“ ISIy love for yon,” she said proudly, ‘‘is the one 
preat reality. I am surer of that than I have ev^ been 
of anything in tins world.” And she stood there look- 
in<j at him with her heart in her eves. Of a sudden, 
with a little cry, she pulled his head dow’n to her, kissed 
him upon the mouth, pushed him from her and fled. 

When .‘<he reached her room again, she couldn't sleep, 
but knelt by her window and watched the skies pale and 
then flush like a young girl’s face, and the morning-star 
blaze and pale, and the sun conre up over a bright and 
beautiful world in which she herself was, she felt, new¬ 
born. Far in the background of things, unreal as a 
dream, hovered the unlovely figure of Nancy Simms, 
and nearer, hut still almost as unreal, the bright, cold 
figure of Anne Champneys, that Anne Champneys who 
had wished to marry Berkeley Hayden to gratify pride 
and anibition. The woman kneeling by the window, 
watching the glory of the inorningi looked back upon 
those two as a winged butterfly might remember its 
caterpillar crawlings. 

All that glittering life Anne Champneys had planned 
for herself? Sw’cpt away as if it had been a bit of tinsel I 
Money? Position? She laughed low to herself. She 
didn t care whether her man had possessions or lacked 

them. All she asked was that he should be himself_ 

and hers. All tliat Milly had been to Chadwick Champ¬ 
neys—the passionate lover, the perfect comrade, the 
friend nothing daunted, no wind of fortune could change 
—Anne could be, would be to Pierre. 

There was but one-shadow upon her new happiness: 
she hated to disapi^oint Marcia. Marcia had set her 
lieart upon the Hayden marriage. It was toward that 
consummation, so devoutely to be hoped, that Marcia 
had planned. And just w’hen that plan wae nearing 
perfection Anne was going to have to frustrate it. She 
hated to hurt Hayden himself, and the thought of bis 
angry disappointment was painful to her. She liked 
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Hayden. Sbe would always like him. But she couldn t 
marry him. To marry Hayden, loving Pierre, would 
have been to work them both an irremediable injury. A 
sort of hoiTbr of what she had been about to do came 
upon her. The bare thought of it made her recoil. 

Her native shrewdness told her that Hayden’s im¬ 
mense pride woidd come to his aid. The fact that she 
had dared to desire somebo<ly else, to prefer another to 
his lordly self would be enough to prove to Hayden that 
she wasn’t worthy of his affections. He would feel that 
he had been deceived in her. She couldn t help hoping 
that he wouldn’t altogether despi.«e her. She hoped 
that Marcia wouldn’t be too angry to forgive her. And 
then her thoughts merged into a prayer : O dear God, 
help her to make Pierre happy, to grow to his stature, 
to be worthy of him ! 

Back there on the beach he lay with his head in hi.s 
arms, humble before the power and the glory that had 
come to him. This, this was the faco be had always 
sought, the beauty that had so long eluded him ! 
Beauty, mere physical beauty, appealed to him as it 
always appeals to an artist, but it had never had tlic 
power to hold him for any length of time. It had jialled 
upon him. To satisfy his demand, beauty must have 
ujxin it the ineffable imprint of the soul. This woman s 
face was as baffling, as inexplicable, in its way, as was 
Mona Lisa’s. One wasn’t sure that she was beautiful; 
one was only sure that she was unforgettable, and that 
after other faces had faded from the memory , hors re¬ 
mained to haunt the heart. And that red hair of hers, 
like the hair of a Norse sun-goddess ! 

He fell into pleasant dreams. He was going to take 
her down south with him; be wanted Jior to see that 
little brown house in South Carolina, to know the tide¬ 
water gurgling in the Riverton coves, and mocking¬ 
birds singing to the moonlit night, and the voice of the 
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whip-poor-will out of the thickets. She must know the 
marshes, and the live-oaks hung with moss. All the 
haunts of his childhood she should know, and old Emma 
Campbell would sit and talk to her about his mother. 
They would stay in the little house hallowed by his 
motlier's mild spirit. And he would show her that first 
sketch of the Red Admiral. And afterward they two 
would plan how to nuike the best use of the Champneys 
money. He was very, very sure of her sympathy and 
her understanding. Why, you couldn't look into her 
^ eyes without knowing how exquisite her sympathy 
would he ! 

Ho was so stirred, so thrilled, that the creative power 
that had seemed to fail him, that had left him so emptily 
alone these many bitter months, came to him with a 
rush. He got to his feet and w’ent tramping up and 
down the strip of shore, his eyes clouded with visions. 
Before his mind’s eye the picture he meant to paint took 
shape and form and colour. And as he walked home he 
whistled like a happy boy. 

Ho had brought his materials along with him as a 
matter of habit. With his powers at high tide, in the 
first glamour of a great passion, he set himself to 
work next morning to portray her as his heart knew 
her. 

He worked steadily, stopping only when the light 
failed. He was so absorbed in liis task that he forgot 
his bo<ly. But Grandma Baker was a wise old woman, 
and she came at intervals and forced food upon him. 
Then he slept, and awoke with the light to rush back 
to his work. His old rare gift of visualizing a face in 
its absence had grown with the years; and this was the 
face of all faces. There was not a shade or a line of 
that face he didn’t know. And after a while she ap¬ 
peared upon his canvas, breathing, immensely alive, 
with the inmost spirit of her informing her gray-green 
eyes, her virginal mouth, her candid and thoughtful 
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brow. There she Rtood, Anne as Peter Champneys 

knew and loved her. . 

He had done great work in bis time. But this was 

painted with the blood of liis heart. This was his liiph- 
water mark. It would take its place with those im¬ 
mortal canvases that are the slow accretions of the a*ies, 
the perfectest flowerings of genius. He was swaying 
on his feet when he painted in the Bed Admiral. Inen 
he flung himself upon his hod and slept like a dead man. 

When he awoke, she seemed to he a living pre.sencc 
in his room. He gasped, and sat with his hands between 
his knees, staring at her almost unbelievingly. He 
looked at the Red Admiral above his signature, and 

fetched a great, sighing breath. 

“We’ve done it at last, by (iod!” said he, soberly. 

“ Fairy, we’ve reached the heights ! 

But when he appeared at the breakfast-table Grandma 

Baker regarded him with deep concern. 

•‘My land o’ love!” she exclaimed. ‘‘Why, you 

look like you been buried and dug up I” 

“ Permit me.” said he, politely , ” to congratulate you 
upon your perspicacity. That is exactly what hap¬ 
pened to me.” , ^ • I ► 

“ Eh !” said Grandma, setting her spectacles straight 


on her old nose. 

“ And let me add : It’s worth the price! said the 
resurrected one, genially. “Grandma Baker, were you 

very much in love?” ,, ., 

“Abner tried his dumdest to find that out, said 
Grandma Baker. “ He was the plaguedest man ever 
was for wantin’ to know things, but somehow I sort o 
didn’t want him changed any. You got ways put mo 
mightily in mind o’ Abner.” The old eyes were very 
sweet, and a wintery rose crept into her withered cheek. 
She added: “I know what’s ailin’ you, young man i 
I^rd knows I hope you’ll be happy os Abner and me 


1 9 I 
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Ho went back to his room and communed with his 
picture. It was the sort that, if you stayed with it a little 
wiiile, liked to commune with you. It would divine 
your mood, and the eyes followed you with an uncanny 
understanding, the smile said more than any w’ords could 
say. \ou almost saw lier eyelids move, her breast rise 
and fall to her breathing. The man trembled before 
his masterpiece. 

His heart swelled. He exulted in his genius, a high 
gift to be laid at the feet of the beloved. All he had, all 
lie c^ould ever be, belonged to her. She had called forth 
liis best. He said to her jiainted semblance : 

" ^'ou are my first love-gift. I am going to send you 
to her, and she’ll know she hasn’t given her love, her 
beauty, her youth, to an unworthy or an obscure lover. 
She’s given herself to me, Peter Champneys, and be¬ 
cause she loves me I’ll give her a name she can w’ear like* 
a crown : I'll set lier uixin the purple heights 1” 

Slie w'as at the far end of the Thatcher garden, behind 
the house and hidden from it, when he arrived with the 
canvas, wliich lie hadn't dared entrust to any other 
carrier—lie was too jealously careful of it. No. he told 
Mrs. Thatcher, it wasn’t necessary to disturb her guest. 
Just allow him to place the canvas in Mrs. Eiley’s 
sitting-room. She would find it there when she returned. 

Mrs. Thatcher complied willingly enough. She liked 
the tall, hlaok-beardcd man whom shrew'd old Grandma 
Baker couldn’t praise sufficiently. 

'‘Excuse me for not goin’ up with you, on account of 
my hands bein’ in the mixin’-bowl. It’s a picture, ain’t 
It? You just step right upstairs and set it on the mantel 
or anywheres you like. 1 ’ll tell her you been here.” 

And so he placed it on the mantel, where the north 

light fell full upon it, w’aved his hand to it, and went 

away. It would tell her all that was in his heart for her 

It w'onld explain himself. The Eed Admiral would 
assure that! 


and the glory 3ia 

Anne had been having rather a troublesome time. 
She had written to Marcia and to Berkeley Hayden the 
ni<^ht before, and the letters had been posted only that 
morning. She had had to be very explicit, to make her 
position perfectly plain to them l)oth, and tlie •otters 
had not been easy to write. But when she had finally 
written tliern, she had really succeeded in explaining 
her true self. There was no doubt as to her entire truth¬ 
fulness, or the finality of this decision of hers. hen 
she posted those letter.s, she knew that a page of her life 
hud been turned down, the word "Finis” written at 
the bottom of it. She bad tossed aside a brilliant soc-ial 
career, a high position, a great fortune—and counted it 
all well lost. Her one regret was to have to disapixiint 
Marcia. She loved Marcia. And she hoped that 

Berkeley wouldn’t despise her. 

She was agitated, perturbed, and yet rapturously 
happy. She wished to be alone to hug that happiness 
to her heart, and so she had gone out under the apple- 
trees at the far end of the Tliatcher orchard, and lay 
there all her long length in the good green grass. The 
place was full of sweet and drowsy odours. Birds called 
and fiuted. Butterflies and bees came and went. She 
had never felt so close to Mother Fjarth as she did to-day, 
never so keenly sensed the joy of being alive. 

After a while she arose, reluctantly, and went back to 
the house and her rooms. She was remembering that 
she hadn’t vet written to Jason, and she wanted Jason to 
know. Inside her sitting-room door slie stopped short, 
eyes widened, lips fallen apart. On the mantel, glow^ 
ing, jewel-like in the clear, pure light, herself confronted 
her. Herself as a great artist saw' and loved her. 

She stood transfixed. The sheer power and beauty 
of the work, that spell which falls upon one in the 
presence of all great art, held her entranced. Her own 
eyes looked at her as if they challenged her; her own 
smile baffled her; there was that in the pictured face 
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which brought a cry to her lips. Oh. was she so fair in 

h.a eyes? Only great love, as well as great genius, could 
have so portrayed her I 

Tins was herself as she might be, grown finer, and of 
a larger faith, a deeper and sweeter charity. A sort of 
awo touched her. This man who loved her. who had 
the i)ower of showing her herself as she might pray to 
become, this wonderful lover of hers, wa.s no mere 
amateur with a pretty gift. This was one of the few, 
one of tlio torch-benrerj>! 

And then she noticed the Red Admiral in the corner, 
hhe stared at it unbelievingly. That butterfly ! Why 

-why-- She had read of one who signed with a 

butterfly above his name pictures that were called great. 
A thought that made her brain swim and her heart heat 
puffocatingly crashed upon her like a clap of thunder. 
She walked toward the mantel like one in a daze, until 
BMC fttooci directly before the p^iinting. 

And it was his butterfly. And under it was his name • 
Peter Drtercaux Champneys. 

Tlio room bobbed up and down. But she didn’t faint 
she didn’t scream. She caught bold of the mantel to 
steady herself. She wondered how she hadn’t known; 
she had the same sense of wild amazement that must fill 
one who has been brought face to face with a stupendous, 
a quite impossible miracle. Such a thing cxiuldn’t hap- 
I>en ; and yet it is so! And oddly enough, out of this 
welter of her thoughts, there came to her memory a 
Hcioened bed in a hospital ward, and a dying gutter-girl 
looking at her with unearthly eyes and telling her in a 
thin w’hisper ; 

“ I wanted to see if you was good enough for him. 

You ain’t. But remember what I’m tellin’ you_you 

could be.” 


Pierre—Peter Charapneys 1 She slipped to her knees 
and hid her face in her shaking hands. Peter Champ- 
neys! As in a lightning flash she saw him as that 
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airl Grade had seen him. Pierre--Pierre with 
his eves of an aacbangel, his hps that weie the 
Christ of life—was Peter Champneys! And 
she had hated him. let him go, all unkno\Mng. slie 
had wished to put in hts place Berkeley Haydem 
The handsome, worldly figure of Hayden ^^med to 
dwindle and shrink. Pierre stood as on a . lik¬ 

ing at her steadfastly. Her head went lower. Teais 

trickled between her fingers. 

You ain't good enough for htvi. hut , 

■ ■ I can be, I can be ! Oh, , I can be ! Onlv let 

him love rn o whcD h6 knows! 

She heard Mrs. Thatcher’s voice downstairs after a 

while. Then a deeper voice, a man’s voice, with a note 

of impatience and eagerness in it. ^ 

-No. don’t call her. I’ll go right on up. 
voice over the feminine apologies and protests. i 
have to see her-I must see her now. No. I can t wait 
Somebody came flying np the ^^op- She hadn t 

‘"•r.;. rT. 5r.f T,"»:.'r ”r.S. 

raised her but she clung to bis knees, lifting her tear- 

her eyes full of an adoration that «ould 

“^^Pe^r r'r cried"'■'tte';?’- Tbat-tbat bntter- 

^grb:':r:rt^'her, but sbe clasped bis Uneos 

^You^^an you know my name is really Peter 

Champneys. deareet?’’ ..p„ter Peter, don’t you 

But she caught his hands. Peter, i eier. 
''"ra:rtrom her to her portrait and back again. 
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He gave a great ringing cry of, '* My wife 1” and lifted 
her in a mighty grip that swept her up and into His 
arms. “ My wife !” he cried. “My wife I“- 

Uudoubtedly the Red Admiral was a fairy ! 

On a certain morning Mr. Jason Vandervelde was . 
sitting at his desk, disconnectedly dictating a letter to 
his secretary. He was finding it very difficult to fix his 
mind upon his correspondence. What the mischief was 
happening up there in Maine, anyhow? She hadn’t 
written for some time; and he hadn’t had a word from 
Peter Champneys. And when Marcia came home and 
found out he’d been meddling—well, the meddler would 
have to pay the fiddler, that’s all 1 

The office boy came in with a telegram. Mr. Vander- 
velde paused in his dictation, tore open-the envelope, 
and read the message. And then the horrified secretary 
saw an amazing and an awesome sight. Mr. Jason 
Vandervelde bounced to his feet ae lightly as though he 
had been a rubber ball, and performed a solemnly joyful 
(lanco around his office. His eyeglasses jigged on his 
nose, a lock of his sleekly brushed hair fell upon his 
forehead. Meeting the fixed stare of the secretary, he 
winked ! And with a sort of elephantine religiosity he 
finished his amazing measure, caught once more the 
glassy eye of the secretary, and panted : 

“King David danced before the ark-^f the Lord. 
For which reason—your salary is raised—from to-day.’’ 

Ho stopped then, snatched the telegram off his desk 
and read it again ; * ’ 


my wife. Ann© send© lovo.* 
Thank you and God bless you, Vandervelde! v 

Pbter Chaupnbvs. 


Put up^ that note-book. Take a day off. Go and 
enjoy yourself. Be happy!” said Variden^elde to the 
secr^ary. Then he snatched up the desk telephone. 
The florist’s? Ye§? How soon can you get six 
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dozen bride roses up here to M , anden’elde’s office? 
Yes, this is Mr. Vandervelde speaking. You can? 
Well, there’s a thumping tip for somebody who knows 
bow to rush 1 Half an hour? Thank you. I 11 wait 
for ’em here.” 

He hung up the receiver and turned his beaming 
countenance to the stunned secretary. His ejes 
twinkled like little blue stars, the corners of his mouth 
curled more tlian usual. 

” Anne and Peter Champneys have been and gone and 
married each other!” he chuckled. “I’m going to take 
a earful of bride roses around to the Champneys 
house and put ’em under old Chadwick Champneys's 
portrait I” 


THE END 























































































